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A  $2  BOOK  FOR  28  OENTS I 


700  SECRETS 


How  to  Get  Rich  wtien  Your  Pockets  Are  Empty. 

TiiKiixandH  that  should  have  bren  MlllionairiHi  have 
hearil  tli<«  ( 'oiniurtor  call  out  "  Eteiiiit.v,"  tlie  laMt  Stati'>Q 
<Mi  the  K()ad  uf  Life,  with  imt  eiioutfli  money  In  their 
l>«M*kets  to  l>iiy  a  25  Cent  Burial  Car^kft.  Wliyf  IkM'aun^ 
tliey  >ievt*r  stiirt  litrlit.  You  linak'tiit- tliiit  Kortuiit<iihoul() 
come  to  vou  liiHteadof  }our  Iryiiitctn  tret  to  It.  You  know 
peo|il<«  that  were  |MH>r  a  Kh<'>t  Mine  min,  Imt  now  are 
wealthy.  How  did  they  get  uloni;  !u>  fnall  ItlMengy  to  (r«t 
hich,  mill  this  Ixuik   proves    it,  nnd  (•118  >oiithe  St'cret. 

Wehman's  Book  of  700  Secrets*  <'■*  Huw  to 

<iel  Kioli  Wiien  Y..U1  l"..cket..4  Ai.-  ICni).!  t .  In  I  lie  Boolt  that 
polntii  out  70U  Va-'*v  l*atli.'4  To  tal^e,  you  rannot  ko  aniraj 
take  wliii-honeyou  will 
They    all    coiiver(fe    in 


oueoondliion  -an'ithut 
Id  •■  tVenlth  "  It  IK.  in- 
deed a  Kvacon  Lit(lit  lo 
Fortune.  Theie  uie 
many  r<>ad»to  w>'nlth, 
but  not  every  iieixoii 
ktiows  which  loiiil  to 
take  to  irel  tlieiei|uick- 
It.  Well,  the  ohj.ct  of 
tnta  book  Ih  todo  i>litiM- 
ly  point  the  wav  Hint 
none  may  htve  exruse 
for  not  lietteiintr  their 
flnaiK-iiil  roiMlitioii, 
while  tlioRe  who  hava 
■e<-ured  a  fair  rliare 
may  l>e  enahleil  to  ptill 
further  add  to  their 
■  tore.  Any  peinon. 
younir  or  old,  male  or 
female,  tnnrried  or  mii- 
Kle.  with  JiiRt  a  little 
pluck  liiio  them,  will 
be  enalile.t,  with  any  ono  of  the  TOO  Secrete  In  this  book, 
tomake  a  stait  on  a  *ur><  road  to  wexllli  mid  luxury  If 
you  denire  to  commence  hiisiiieHK,  iwle«'t  one  of  then* 
reclpee  one  you  think  would  be  most  mi  table  In  your  lo- 
cality-and  iiiaiiuracture  It  in  iniall  iiuaiitllieii.  An  your 
Mleftiucieiiiie,  invent  iiioro  capital.  Sell  to  fanillies  and 
■toreH.  Ai«  Kooii  aa  your  ineuns  will  all.w,  atJVertiye  lu 
every  way  ixiwiible.  Whatever  you  chou«e  to  mai.ufac- 
ture,  fflve  it  a  new  name  -one  that  will  at  once  attract  at- 
tention ami  that  vou  think  will  lieliitheeale.  Inip..rtaiit— 
Z5.-.  Inverted  in  thii  Book  may  turn  all  the  rivuleta  lead- 
intt  to  Weahh  t  .wnriU  y.iu.  It'"  worth  lenieinlierliiK. 
2Sc.  inventeit  t  •  betfin  with  huR  nia.le  iiiitlionaiieii  out  of 
lieKiram.  U'h  up  hill  onlv  pari  of  the  way.  l"..ii-h  hold! 
25c.,  a  wife  Mays,  will  never  kill  any  one.  and  that  book 
iihe  will  have  Th-yown  a  farm  iienr  t'levelund  now. 
2Sc.  put  in  thlK  l.o.ii;  jtnrted  a  U>\  in  hii-ineM  that  brinira 
hlin  inapioill  of  $-,>Oaday.  That  hoy  will  iret  lich  tSo. 
is  a  lanre  am 'iiiit  or  money  Rpent  foolinhlv,  hut  »lien  It 
opens  iiie  r..ad  to  ntniieiice  an  I  we  llli,  then  it  is  nioiiev 
well  ill  vested.  Tlii' hook  w|||  p  ,t  vou  on  \  our  feet,  tlo.iiirh 
you  may  liave  l»»en  |ieiindes.<i.      Steponboaid.     Reader 

does  this  apply  to  you  ?    Weii,  now,  ik  u  p  NHihie 

that  at  liiHt  1  hav.-  f  und  whiit  I've  so  loiisr  IfcUKhl'  It  i* 
like  drawing  »  prize  III  u  l.>ftery.  Who  known  t>ut  what 
thin  reallv  is  ilo-  irue  Hleppiii);  ntone  lomv  fuiiire  foitunet 
This  is  foi  vou.  It  will  lead  vou  to  gomelliini;  that  iKjiMt  an 
aure  to  pave  y.-iir  wa>  to  fortune  ■■  that  vcii  now  exi«t. 
A  hritfht  future  is  youi »  if  you  only  Rtret<'h  out  your  hand 
and  trt-anp  the  (iolden   Key  that  unlonkH  the  Vioilt.  that 

openn  to  tour  astonished  KKze  the  hidden  tn-.w Thia 

b.K>k  contains afv.-it  l.V)  panes.  Price  25  CentSi  ^y 
mail,  poar-paid  W$2  is  charKed  for  iMoka  wliicli  conti  '- 
Dot  half  the  InforniatiuQ. 


WEHraAH^S   COinPLETE 


DANCING 


Master  and  Call  Book. 

PBICE  2  a  CENTS,  l)y  mail,  post-paid. 

All  th*  Fltrnren  of  the  Ocrman  and  Erpry  New  and 
Fajihionable  Waltz,  Hound  -r  ikmam  Dance  known  in 
Jjirope  or  America.  'I  he  author  nas  maile  this  b<H>k  so 
Blinple  and  plain  thatany  cliild  can,  by  rt>adlnK  it.  b<-conia 
an  expert  in  darning  without  the  aid  of  a  teai-lier.  No 
r>ther  laiulc  on  dancing  will  compare  with  this.  All  th« 
latest  mid  fiuildoiiiiliie  dames  ar<-  miuutilv  descnlail  by 
lilUKlruted  llKurt.':]  f  nuii  life,  cxplainiiii;  pi'Mtions  in  rouna 
dani'is,  et<\,  and  thm  orikrinal 
1111  lliod  cn.ibles  la-rsona  to  leant 
tho  w:iltz  by  piucticinir  It  a  very 
fi  w  tiiiiea,an<l  you  will  have  no 
diilli'iilty  in  ac<|uirinK  f  ■■  Hints 
fur  llieorfT'inizutionaiid  mana^o- 
nii  lit  of  bulla,  parties, etr-.  Atlvic 
in  rc-iii'd  to  tfifBcli'CI  ioiuif  iiiuaio 
for  liull.s,  private  iiailli-a,  etc.  On 
C'uMint;,  lintioniil  Guard  Qui^ 
driilc,  the  I'laiu  Quudrillo,  tha 
L;uiccis  tlfo  !-aiatot:a  Laii'Vifl^ 
the  (';ilcdontanH,  the  Hiirpiisa 
Ouiidrillc,  thcal'rince  Imiarial 
QiiiuliiUc,  tho  Waltz  OuadriUe 
Nos.  1  iiiid  2,  the  Ulide  Lanceii^ 
tho  Glide  Caledonians,  the  I'arl- 
i-i.in  Vnrieties,  the  Loudon  PollcA 
V^i'diille.  (Quadrille  J'iirureB  — 
Tlie  Baxkct  Klffure,  the  St.Tr  Kijoiro,  tho  Jlaicli  Kitiure,  the 
Jitr  Kufure,  tlie  Minuet  Kig  iie.  the  cheat  Fijcure,  tlieMii^ 
I'm  Kij;ure.  Coiitia  Ham-,  s  Tlie  Vin.'iiiia  Keel,  Pop  (Joes 
Ihe  WeiuM'I,  8|iaiii.sh  liame,  the  Siciliiin  Circte.  Grand 
Harch,  (Quadrille  or  Squaic  Dances,  Explanation  of  Oui^ 
<lrille  .Ste|<iiand  Movements,  lllustiMtioiia  of  Klve  rositloiis 
in  liaiicini;.  I'oints  on  iJoiuid  Dances,  the  Polka,  ttia 
Waltz,  the  Mod(  rn  Plnhi  Waliz,  tiliile  Wultz,  the  Polk* 
Muzourka,  the  KiiU-kerlnK-licr,  the  Kowport,  the  Vareou- 
vieniie,  Danish  Dunce,  the  Itac.iuct,  tho  Wave,  the  Bohe- 
mian, or  Il.el  and  Tik>  Polka,  the  Galop,  tlie  Schottl^che, 
tne  Deux  Temps,  the  Siciliennc.    The  German    S5  IMaures, 

f riling  the  N.-unes  and  t"!!!!  IK-scrlptlon  of  each,  and  IIov» 
o  Dance  them  Coritctlv.    It   is  ii   book  of  ttreat  value. 

I^i«-e  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS  p.  r  copy, by  mall, 
postpaid.  Sj-ecul— Jive  BooTiH  lor  «T.  Ut  t  tour  of  yoiir 
friends  to  club  In  with  you  ut  25  rents  e.vh,  makiugufi 
•11,  and  tll*:n)by  |.-ut  your  own  Ih>o1<  free  of  cUaige.^         ' 


WEHBfAira 

Book  on  the  Art  and  Science  of 


BOXING 


AND    SELF - DEFENCE. 

ILLUSTUATED    WITH    OVER 

FORTY    ENGRAVINGS. 


FBICE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

This  hook  iadestfrned  to  meet  thownntaof  all  those  who 
tUlT  desire  to  leaiii  how  to  '*  tuUo  his  own  (lart "  \«  hen 
MMiled  lie  it  either  for  iileasuralileiuistimcand  a  natural 
tjeelre  to  develop  the  muscles,  or  to  obtain  power  to  i<  sent 
•Dofffout  or  lujury.    A  full  kuowle'li-'c  and  exiMi  nnce  of 

tho  I  iilcs  laid  down  in 
this  iMMik,  and  a  cnro- 
ful  study  of  the  ■■lalC') 
thereto  attaclieil,  will 
enaMe  one  to  "  hold 
hisowii "  w  hcn-sia'ver 
he  may  go  and  with 
whomsoevi*r  he  may 
come  in  contact.  Tha 
pictures  show  vwvy 
possible  attitude  for 
blow,  feint, Htoi>,dudgo 
or  "  ifet  oway.'' 

A  voluminous  nutr 
line  of  the  lives  of  a 
iiifKO  niinibiT  who 
have  entered  the  gla- 
diatorial arena  to 
prtive  their  prowess, 
and  who  have  left 
their  impress   in  tha 


world's  htrtory.  Is  also  apjxiiiled,  as  examples  of  w  hat  has 
"      "  "  liicved  by  thorouKh  traiiiint; 

nbraces  the  life  and  bai 
.  iitfilisls,  iiii'luilliiir  the  K 
CorbettSulIivanflKht.   It  also  Contains  the  "  London  Piize- 


eiperu'iice. 


ly  vel 
The 


been  and  may^et  lie  uc 

XoiiiKcm 
of  some  of  the  most  noted  piit^ilisis,  iiiiluilliiir  the 


foivKohilj 


liinK  Itules"  and  the  "  llevis«'d  yiieen8la,Try  Kiiles."  Pi  lea 
20  Cents  per  copy,  by  mail,  post-paid.  HI'Kciai.,  Flva 
copies  for  $1.  Get  four  of  vour  frienofito  club  in  with  yoo 
St  lb  cents  each,  making  (1  in  all,  and'thureby  get  yottV 
own  t)Ook  tnv  ot  cIuuk«><    Addrow  ail  vrUcm  direct  (g 


Wehman's  BooU  o^ 


lOYE  LETTERS 


PBICE  35  OENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

TherB  la  no  (ft*at*r  or  more  profonnd  reality  than  lorok 
There  la  no  nobler  inxisesslon  than  the  love  of  another. 
There  is  no  hlifhcr  Rift  from  one  human  beinir  to  another 
than  love.  The  gift  and  tlio  pos.>H'sslon  are  true  snnctltlers 
©f  life,  and  should  tie  worn  as  tirecious  Jewels,  without  af- 
fectation and  without  liashfulmss.  For  tills  i-eo.ion  ihero 
la  notldng  *o  be  ashamed  of  in  a  love  letter,  provided  it  l)« 
•liicere.  A  celebrattMl  writer  onco  said  that  "to  writo  % 
food  love  letter,  you  must  Is-vtin  without  knowini?  whaH 
youar«  irolnn to Bay>andtloi;ili  without  knowing  wliatyou. 
"  _  hovo  Buiil."    The  reiuarlc 

Is  to  1  omo  extent  correct, 
OS  the  true  wci-et  of  ail 
eucccs.'.f 111  letter  •  w  i  itliiif 
lies  In  the  power  of  cou» 
vcyintc  the  tbotiKhts.  feel- 
ings, and  desires  ut  tha 
writer  t»  his  or  her  cor- 
respondent. Such  a  letter 
would  undoubtedly  rellecO 
tho  state  of  tho  writei  's 
hcrirt.  agitated  and  dis- 
ordered by  thetlimiiltilo'19 
tlnubs  of  pus.sluii;  but.  as 
the  zcalof  yountt  persona 
KcncruUy,  in  muitcis  af- 
fectinRtne  heart.  Is  very 
apt  to  outrun  discretion. 


ape   vO    OU1.IUII   uim  letioii. 

erprewlon  woulil  imconscloualy  bo  Biveii  to  atisurd  and 

f  (Killsh  protestations,  or  toe  Kiravat;aiit  aud  romantic  odvl- 
latlonof  the  object  of  attachment.  ,.,•.,. 

To  olndato  this  ti'ndoncy,  love  and  courtship  lettera 
rhould  be  an  index  of  the  writei 's  (nxxl  8«'iiw  and  Juilif- 
ricntns  well  ns  the  state  of  tho  BtT.otions,  and  Ihereroro 
repard  should  bo  had  in  the  comp<isitlon  of  thctn.  as  weil 
as  In  all  other  letters,  to  propriety  of  diction,  coi  r.vtncsa 
of  ta-ste  and  purity  of  style,  a»  oldfnn  the  l>oMil«uit  and  af- 
fcctiUionond  morbid  8ontiinentallsiiiwliiohto.ifit;(iui)ruly 
chamcteriZJ'S  epistles  on  tlifso  subjei  ts.  And  thoiuth  la 
•HTSons  of  refinement  and  education  an  honoi  able  attach- 
ment w  ill  siifllco  to  prompt  Its  candid  exprcs.-<ioii,  thcreora 
many  iK'n-ons  not  jKiKMCfjod  of  the-<o  advuntaireH.  to  whom 
torie»p<'ndence  isolwaysatteiided  with  coimidcrablo  ditll- 
culty.  To  all  such  the  series  of  Ix-lti'm  coiitalne.1  in  thla 
tiook,  in  which  delicacy  of  fet-Unn  and  the  warmth  of  ex- 
IircBslon  Bulled  totbe  subject  havobeeii  carefully  blended. 
vlll  be  found  an  Important  old  in  actiuiiinif  facility  and 
accuracy  In  the  art  of  LttterWritinfC.  ItalMocontumstli* 
Art  of  Secitt  Writinif.  the  Ijinitnajfo  of  L<>vo  Poetically 
rortiaved,  and  Slmplltlcd  Kuica  of  Uramuiar.  l'iic« 
TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS.  P«r  copy.  Sr"<-'*i-- 
Five  copiea  for  $1.  Git  four  of  your  friends  to  club  It* 
«ritt>  you  at  ii  cents  each,  making  $1  la  *lJ,<UHl  tootvttx 
(•(7wur4>wa  book  free  of  charite. 

AddrcM  all  ordera  dlragt  to 


TVHiH-agAirq 


BUSINESS  { 


LETTERWRITER 


PBIOE  25  OENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

This  book  Is  (lealirnod  to  mc<'t  the  wants  of  nil  thoas 
who  are  seckiiur  a  llrHt-<la:a  I'.u.^lnpss  letter- Writer,  as 
itcontainsa  larjjc  variety  of  canfully-sclccted  s|K-cimen 

ItusinesM  l.,itters;  nl.si>  a  l.iiiro  nunilier  of  Ijciral  niid  Mer- 
c.intile  Poriiis  u.'a'd  ill  Uusiiioss  such  a.s:  Articles  of  Co- 
Partnership,  Notice  of  Dis.solution,  Form  of  an  Assit^n- 
iiipiil,  AcUiiowledKnifnt  of  IXhkI,  Bill  of  Sale,  Power  of 

AltoriH-y,  Judgment  Note, 
Form  of  on  Order,  Part- 
nership Ai.'i'eemcnt.  and 
many  •  thi  rs  tooiiumerous 
II  III  iiieiitlon:  nls«>  the  Artof 
'^  Secret  Wrltiiisr,  Business 
""  l.^wsand  Maxims  fiir  Busi- 
ness Men  and  Mercantila 
Abbieviatioiis.  In  iliort, 
111  th<'  |>atrcs  of  this  book 
fin  set  forth  Businesa 
Koiiiis,St>Ies  and  Technl- 
calilii'stoaldthe  inexperl- 
ciickI  in  the  routine  of 
commercial  liiten'ourB& 
mioi.lintr  the  plaliiesc 
tt  rins  consistent  with  tha 
stuilioiis  vs'litencss  which 
is  rigorously  denmndtHi  in 
coiniiicrelal  l*-tti'r:i.  KverT 
po-il  ion  in  life  demands  leC- 
tcr-wiltintr.  Alctterlstho 
(trt  at  link  lietween  parents 
and  children,  between 
lovers,  between  filcnds;  while  in  business  •^lations  tt 
makes  foriuiics  or  iiiiirs  thciu.  Irrespective  of  their 
niairnitudo  nnd  imp.>rtance,  commeicial  trtinsactions 
are  orcnerallv  1h-(»uii,  coiuinued  nnd  ended  by  coires- 
ronihiice.  l>'ttei  -ivrkiiip,  in  ircneinl,  is  not  anea.«y  task 
to  the  pri  .at  iiiaioritv,  nnd  busiiic-^s  lett*'ra  arc  still  moro 
dilhciilt,  fi-om  tho  iact  that  prcatcr  interests  ore  In- 
voUcd,  nnd  nsults  of  pniii  or  loss  ore  dependent  upon 
them.  I>'ttir-»iitinKisan  acconiplishnient  which  every 
one  should  strive  to  aciiuin-.  It  is  not  only  useful,  but 
very  desirable  nnd  necessary  In  familiarizint?  the  mind 
■with  business  liablt.^  and  matters  connected  then'with. 
It  also  stimulates  tho  nient.'il  capacity  and  develojss  tlio 
Inlciioct.  It  would  take  paire  uiM>n  jiago  to exi>Iain fully 
the  merit') und  iiscfulmssof  thisboolc.  In  ontcr  toglvo 
everybody  nuopisirlunity  toobiaiii  at  Icu-tom-  cojiy,  wo 
have  iii.-x.lo  tho  jirice  very  low,  iiaiiielv:  25  CcntBI'cr 
copy,  by  mail,  i>ost-pnld.  Sl'ixui.— l''ivo  copies  for  tl. 
Oct  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  you  nt  "'iccnta 
each,  making  $1  lu  all,  and  thcri.'by  avt  yo>uro\va  f  "" 
(re*  of  cluu\;u.    Address  all  ordci'ii  Uiroct  to 


WEHMAN'S   ITEW    BOOK   OF 


RIDDLES 


AND     CONUNDRUMS. 

PRICE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

This  Niok  contains  the  "sifliiiirs"  fronithe  "whole  field  *• 
of  Kiddles  and  Conundninis,  iilonK  with  a  lot  of  rec<>nt, 
first  class  prixiiictions.  In  it  can  lie  ioiind  curious,  piiz- 
bUuk  and  yleoaluK  Kiddles  and    Coiiundruins  —  to   suit 

every  phaso  of  feel- 
intr,  sentiinent  or 
liunior.  A  capital 
IsMik  for  end  men 
In  minstrel  enter- 
lainiiietils,  as  it(x>n- 
tams  i|iieslions  and 
answers  tliat  will 
invariably  "brinK 
d..»n  a  house." 
With  the  aid  of  this 
lMM>k,youcaD  "hold 
Jour  own "  with 
those  who  are  con- 
tinually "stiriiiKtnir 
old  chestnuts"  on 
to  you  —  yes,  ma- 
terial with  which  to 
"crush"  or  silence 
would  be  punsters. 
It  <-ontains  Kiddles 
and  t'onundrums 
that  will  k(.4'p  the 
whole  continent 
t:ucKsintr  nnd  then 
they'll  have  to  give 
'em  up  half  the 
time.  In  fact,  it 
contains  the  best 
and  larfTPst  collection  of  Riddles  nnd  Ponnnil  nitns  c  ver  »<  .Id 
at  so  low  «  pnee.  Price  TWENTV-piVE  CENTS 
|s'r  copy,  by  mail,  |H>st-iiai>l.  SiiXiAir-l'ive  copies  lor  $1. 
(let  four  of  your  frieiias  to  dub  in  with  you  at  'Xi  cents 
eiicb,  makini;  91  hi  all,  and  thereby  itet  your  own  Ihs.Ic 
frt"eof  charjfe.  Clean  and  unused  l".  H.  postatre  stamps, 
of  any  deiiomiiiatlon,  taken  same  as  cash.  In  seiidinit  sil- 
ver, lie  sure  U>  wrap  a  small  piece  of  new  spntier  around  it, 
to  prevent  it  from  tearing  tbroutth  the  envelope.  Sena 
greeubucks  fur  laruc  amounts  if  not  inconvenient  to  you. 
Address  all  orders  direct  to  ,  j 


SPEGIAL—Any  five  25-Geiit  Books  on 
this  page  for  $  1 .00.  Oiean  and  unused  one  or 
twO'Cent  postage  stamps  tal(en  same  as  casli. 


Address  all  ordorn  to  either  our 
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Oopyrigbt,  MOCCCZCV,  by  Heury  J.  Web  man.   Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Londoo. 

Tlie  Word*  and  Muslo  <>r  tlils  B-hiKi  Bri-aiiKed  for  the  piano,  will  be  aentto  any  ad- 
dreiw,  |H>M-|>aiU,  oil  receiptor  40ceiitfi;  or  this  liiut  any  t»o  «*ther  Uoii|;a  for  One  ]>ollar. 
by  Heiirv  J  WeliinHii,  i"W.t  ISt  Hark  Kow,  Nt-w  York;  or  85*  (17  E.  Mixliroii  Ht.,CliioaBo. 
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1     »  >  »     ■ 

Words  and  Music  by  Cbaa.  E.  Baer. 
;.■'"■  ■.■,.'■':     .,v  .  ;r.'>'- ^       •    m  t  m     • ; 

'.■':•  \''"'-:':,  Jnflt  down  the  elreet  a  block  or  two 
'   ;    ,    ;  Lives  Murphy's  ilaUL'liter  Nell; 

"•■•''■         !Bcr  huir  Ik  fair,  her  eyes  are  blue,  i      ' 

lu<leed,  Bhe's  quite  a  belle; 
■  ■•  •        ,,,    ~,8he  Biiillce  on  me  w  beiie'er  we  meet, 

■;■  .  She  has  niy  heart  and  hand  complete. 

And  when  work  is  done  I  elart  and  ran  '  ' 

My  Nell  to  meet. 

'-'\^-    ■'■-''.-: :^-  Chorus.  -■■■";■•':■■','  :,"'■ 

,   -'       •<       Dennie  Murphy's  dauchter  Nell  . 
Wails  for  me  after  tea; 
8he  knows  well,  slie  dare  not  tell  ,'.,''- 

■-'■;,  Thai  she's  engaged  to  nie. 

But  one  of  these  days,  when  I  get  a  raise. 
The  t>oy  that  she  loves  80  well 
Will  marry  Dennie  Murphy's  duUKhter  NelL 

The  old  man  eiiys  Ills  danghter  Nell 
>..  Can  never  inurry  me; 

Says,  she  must  wed  a  howling  swell,  -    ■ 

Thai's  rich  anil  up  in  "G.'" 
Bnt  on  Ills  Nell  I've  g<»t  first  call,     -"     ; 

She  says  it'8  me  or  none  at  all. 
And  lust  ni^hl  8he  Buid  we  will  be  vred 

Some  time  this  fall.— 6' AortM. 


LEI  ME  ME  1 FLICE 

AT   HOME   AGAIN 


Copyright,  MDCCCXCVI,  by  Henry  J.  Webman. 
n,    m^m    ■ 

The  Words  and  Hiislc  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to.any  ad- 
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Words  and  Music  hy  Chas.  V.  Lone;. 


A 


In  a  cozy  little  cottage  sat  a  couple  old  and  gray, 

A  file  in  the  hearth  was  limning  bright. 
There  a  letter  tiiey  were  rending  from  their  son  who  went  astray; 

He  left  tht-m  on  one  cold  and  wint'ry  night: 
Bis  companions,  whom  were  evil,  liiul  him  forge  his  father's  name; 

The  parent,  in  his  aiiuer,  wished  him  dead; 
But  the  son  had  since  repented,  and  this  letter  home  had  come, 

And  to  his  wife  these  words  the  old  man  read  : 

Chouus.  - 

Let  me  take  my  place  at  home  airain, 

Bark  iiiiioni!  the  diarest  friends  of  ail. 

Back  to  moiher's  denr  caiess.  and  yonr  old  age  I  will  bless,   -'  . 

Then  let  iiie  lake  my  place  at  home  again. 

Now  the  old  man  would  not  listen  to  tlie  pleadings  of  his  boy, 

'I'he  dear  old  mother's  health  soon  irave  away, 
For  her  heart  was  sndly  pining  for  her  sc)n,  her  only  joy, 

Wiio  left  tliem  ill  both  sorrow  and  ilisiiiay: 
One  iiieht  as  they  were  silling  by  their  cozy  fireside, 

Tlie  son  was  bronL'ht  in  pale  and  ill  from  need, 
Then  the  father  be  for^'ive  him,  ami  with  joy  tlie  mother  Cried, 

And  now  my  lad  no  longer  has  to  plead:— (7/tc»r«». 


The  following  are  the  titles  of  «ix  Popular  Songs,  namely: 

Denied  a  Home 

My  Dad's  the  Engineer 

I  Never  Loved  until  I  Met  You 

Dennie  Murpliy's  Daugliter  Nell 

After  Your  Wand'ring,  Come  Home 

If  They'dOnly  Write  and  Ask  Me  to  Come  Home 

The  sheet  music  of  these  songs  can  be  had  at  all  Music 
Stores.    Ask  your  Music  Dealer  for  either  one  or  all  of 

these  popular  songs. 

— ^ 

i 


Copyright,  MDCCCXCV.  by  Henry  J.  Wchman. 
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Words  by  Harry  8.  Marii>n.    Music  by  J.  P.  MtlUeo.  '^ 

. — ^  »  ^    . 

Two  little  sweethearts,  coining  from  school  one  day — 

Shyly  he  told  lier,  in  a  bos  ir>li  w  ay : 

"  VVlieii  (  am  older,  I'll  ask  you  lo  marry  mo; 

I'll  watch  o'er  and  guide  you  wherever  >  ou  go,  and  no  harm  shall  come  to  thee. 

Chokus. 
"Yon  are  my  sweetheart,  I  win  love  yon  ever; 
Whatever  troubles  you  iiiiiy  liave.  We  will  share  tocether. 
When  I'm  n  man  I  will  marry  you,  then  we'll  never  purl; 
There's  nothing  too  good  in  this  world  for  you,  my  own  sweetlieart." 

Yeiirs  have  rolled  onward,  journeying  on  through  life; 

Thette  liille  eweelheaitrt  now  are  man  and  wife.  .,  - / 

T«o  liitle  children,  riiiinini;  around  at  pliiy. 

Often  remind  him  of  school-boy  days,  when  to  his  sweetheart  he'd  say:— CAo. 


etter  than 


Copyrlfrht,  lSy5,  by  Charles  K.  Harria. 

. . — mam     ' 

All  riKhtR  reserved. 
■  *  e  »  ■ 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  K.  Harris. 


In  a  Pullman  palace  smoker  aat  a  number  of  brleht  men. 

Yon  could  tell  that  they  were  drummers,  nothing  seemed  to  trouble  them. 

When  111)  spoke  a  handsome  fellow,  "Coiiie.  let's  have  a  story,  boys, 

SomeMiiiig  that  will  help  lo  pass  the  time  away" 

"  I  will  lell  you  how  we'll  nianatre,''  said  a  brijiht  knight  of  the  grip, 

"Let  us  have  three  wishes,  soiiiethiiip  pood  and  true; 
We  will  pive  friend  Bob  the  first  chance,  he's  the  oldest  gathered  here  " — 

Then  they  listened  lo  a  wish  that's  always  new: 

Chorus. 
"Just  to  be  a  child  Hgiiin  at  mother's  knee, 
Jnet  to  hear  her  sing  I  he  same  old  melody. 

Just  to  hear  her  spenk  in  loving  sympathy,  .  .: 

Just  to  kiss  her  lips  au'Hin, 
Just  to  have  hi-r  fondle  me  with  tender  care. 
Just  to  feel  her  dear,  soft  finpers  ihrouph  my  hair. 
There  is  no  wish  in  this  world  that  can  compare, 
Just  to  be  a  child  at  mother's  knee." 

There  they  sat,  those  jolly  drummers,  not  a  sound  that  moment  heard, 

While  their  tears  were  slow  ly  falling,  there  was  no  man  spoke  a  wonl. 

For  the  memories  of  their  childhood  days  had  loiicned  their  dear  kind  heiut«^ 

When,  as  children,  they  had  played  at  mother's  knee. 

Then  at  last  the  spell  was  broken  by  another  traveling  man,  , 

"Your  Mtteutioii  for  a  moment  I  do  crave; 
I  will  tell  you  of  one  precious  ihini;,  so  dear  to  one  and  all, 

'Tifl  a  Wish  we  long  for  to  the  very  grave: 

Chords. 
Just  enough  of  gold  to  keep  me  all  my  days. 
Just  tnouph  with  which  some  starving  soul  to  save, 
Just  enough  I  wieu  to  help  me  on  my  way. 
Just  enoupti  to  happy  be. 
Just  enonph  to  know  I'll  ne'er  be  poor  ftcnin. 
Just  enough  to  drive  away  all  sorrow's  piiin. 
You  may  wish  for  many  things,  bnl  all  in  vain, 
Give  to  me  what  precious  gold  can  buj." 

The  conductor,  pnsalnK  throuph  the  train,  stopped  In  the  emokiDC-Ctr; 

He  had  prowii  quite  interested  in  the  stories  told  so  far— 

"  Please  txcuse  my  Interruption,  but  I  listened  wiUi  delight 

To  vour  wishes,  both  of  them  so  poml  and  true: 

Yet  there  is  a  wish  that's  dearer,  better  far  than  glittering  gold, 

Thoupli  a  simple  one  jierhaps  yoii  all  will  say, 

'Tis  a  longinp  that  is  III  my  heart  each  moment  of  my  life, 

*Tia  a  gleam  of  sanshiue  Strewn  across  my  way : 

Chorus. 
Just  to  open  wide  my  little  cottaee  door. 
Just  to  see  my  baby  rolling  on  the  floor. 
Just  to  feel  that  I  have  Bonieihiug  to  adore. 
Just  to  be  at  home  again,  .  .; 

Just  to  hear  a  sweet  vol(»  calling  papa  dear. 
Just  to  know  my  darline  wife  Is  standinp  near; 
You  may  have  yonr  gold  your  lonely  heart  to  cheer. 
But  I'll  tnke  my  baby,  wife  and  home." 


THE  (NEW  YORK)  JOURNAL'S  GREAT  SONGS,  EntHled: 

Whtii  tht  LittU  Ones  Are  Coming  Home  from  School 

AND 

THE  RmeTAIL  COLORED  BAND 

CAK  BE  HAD  AT  ALL  MUSIC  STORES.     ASK  FOR  TBKH. 


"5^!^;^ 


I  urn  m,  m  mu 


Oopyrfirht,  1896.  by  T.  B.  llamie  *  Oo. 


Enf(ll«h  copjrrlcht  Mearad. 


All  i'ii:;lit><  lexerTed. 


-••-' 
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dre'(,  |>im&i>Ml<l.  '>n  receipt  of  40  oeiitfl:  or  tliia  ami  any  two  i>ther  Snniis  r»r  Oiin  Dollar, 
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Sheet  Muaic,  tieriuau  Song  Bixiks,  Lettci-  Wi  itei-s.  Dream  Boolci,  Joke  Boukt,  cto. 


Words  and  StiiHic  hy  Fay  Ten>pleton. 

■ — m  a  ^    ■ 

When  <1e  Imiij^'f*  H-^trllnMnlll'  and  de  (Inrkiee  a-hnminln'. 

Den  I  xv^iiit  \«'r,  nm  ln.nuy,  yes,  I  ilo; 
I'll)  a-tliiiikin'  oh  yer  tlnily,  drer-Bt^d  so  sweet  and  also  gaily. 

And  my  hnirt  is  forever  true  lo  yoii; 
I'm  a-tliinkin'  oli  yer  fadly,  'cos'  I  love  yer  mighty  madly. 

And  I  don't  know  what  lodo; 
8o  cciMie  IxicU  to  plfiitfc  me,  <lon't  try  for  to  tease  me, 

'Cob'  I  want  yer,  mu  lioney,  yes,  1  do. 

Refkain. 
I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yee,  I  want  yer  mielity  hndly; 
I'm  a-lnnKJn'  for  yer  dally,  'cos'  I  love  yer  nnglity  madly; 
8o  com--  t>aclc  to  phase  me,  dou't  iry  for  to  tease  me, 
'Cos'  I  want  yer,  ma  hc/miy,  yee,  I  want  yer,  want  yer,  want  yer; 
'Cos'  1  wuut  )er,  nm  lioney,  yes,  1  do. 

When  dc  stars  nm  n-Rleamin'  ami  de  birds  am  a-drcamin*. 

Den  I  want  yer,  ina  honi^y,  yes,  I  do; 
For  I  love  yer  ev'ry  minute,  and  nobody  else  is  in  it. 

And  my  iieart  is  forever  true  to  y<iu; 
Den  don't  iinirer  longer,  'cos'  my  love  is  growin'  atronger« 

And  I  don't  linow  what  to  do; 
So  Conic  buck,  my  lady,  my  love  and  my  baby, 

'Cos'  I  want  yer,  ma  iioney,  yes,  I  do, 

Repuain. 
1  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yei*,  I  want  yer  ev'ry  minnte; 
I'm  a-thintiin'  ob  yer  daily,  and  nobody  else  ia  iu  it; 
So  come  baclc,  ray  lady,  my  love  and  my  baby, 
'Cos  I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes  I  want  yer,  want  yer,  want  yer; 
'Cos'  1  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yea  1  do. 


ent  to  Paris 

WITH    PAPA 


Copyright,  1895,  by  Franci*.  Day  A  lliintfr.     English  copyright  secured. 


All  liKhtH  losprved. 


The  Wordii  and  MikIo  of  this  Sonjr,  arranfred  for  the  piano,  will  l>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
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Words  un.I  Miiiiic  by  Leslie  Stuart. 

. —  m  »  m     ■ 


They  say  I  am  a  ciddy  nmid, 

Nut  half  enoiiL'h  in  muniiern  staid; 

I  really  try  to  be  ili-creot; 

I've  just  come  l):ick  from  school  In  France, 

'J'he  matron  led  me  such  u  dance, 

AlthouL'li  my  e<liicaii<<ii  was  complete; 

So  papa  came  for  me, 

To  take  me  tionie,  you  see. 

He  was  so  proud  of  me,  yon  know, 

lie  saiil,  "To  Paris  we  will  no. 

And  there  we'll  stay  for  a  week, 

8o  that  your  French  yon  nniy  speak; 

And  wiien  you  go  home  to  inHmma, 

You'll  tell  tier  what  you've  seen. 

(JlIORlTS. 

I  went  to  Paris  with  papa,  to  Boe  what  kind  the  Frenchmen  are. 
Such  funny  ways  they've  «ot — AmerlCHos  have  not; 
You  really  should  to  Paris  no;  yon  learn  so  very  much,  yon  know; 
I  saw  a  lot  ill  Paris  tliut  they  never  taught  in  school. 

And  when  ue  came  back  to  mamma. 
She  gave  a  hall,  with  great  eclat 
She  said,  "  My  dear,  I'll  bring  yon  out; 
No«  show  them  what  you've  learned  in  France, 
Ilow  well  you  sing,  how  well  yon  dance; 
And,  minii  you,  snow  wliat  manners  you've  l>een  taught. '* 
So  when  the  dance  began, 
1  lo  my  partner  ran, 
I  kicked  my  toes  up  in  the  air, 
J'd  seen  them  do  it  over  there; 
My  cigarette  I  drew, 
I  _  French  ladies  do  that,  too, 

;      And  our  young  curate  blushed  so 
W^hen  I  eat  upon  his  knee.—  Chorui. 


BE  SURE  TO  GET  THE   POPULAR 

HURRY    HOME    NIARCH 

By    OEOROE  C.   EDWARDS. 

'       T'or  SaJd  a.t  a.11  lyiusio  Stores. 


IF  THEY'D  ONLY  WRITE 

AND  ASK  HE  TO  COME  HOME 


I 


-■J 


Copyrteht,  MDCCCXCV.  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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Sheet  Husio,  Qerman  Souk  Buoks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Boulia,  Joke  Bouka,  eto. 


Words  and  Miislo  by  Harry  8.  Miller. 

■    Me*    ' 


^^ 


In  a  lonely  little  (mrret  dwelt  a  once  sweet  village  belle. 

The  only  place  that  she  dare  call  a  home: 
She  had  luarried  'gainst  the  wishes  of  the  dear  ones  who  loved  her  ao  well. 

And  now 'midst  strangers  she  was  left  alone. 
A  ynnth  from  city  grand  had  won  her  heart  and  hand — 

He'd  pictured  to  her  all  so  bright  and  gay; 
It  was  then  the  father  told,  "  All  that  glitters,  my  child,  is  not  gold." 

It  soon  cama  true,  and  ahe  bod  cause  to  say: 

Cborus. 
*•  If  they'd  only  write  and  ask  me  to  come  home, 

I'd  feel  as  tiiongh  forgiveness  they  had  sliown. 
And  my  tieart  would  cease  its  pain,  I'd  be  happy  once  again.— 

If  they'd  only  write  and  ask  me  to  come  home." 


I 


In  an  hnmble  little  cottage  sits  a  father  bowed  In  grief, 

A  mother,  too,  is  weeping  by  his  side; 
They  have  just  received  a  letter,  and  it  told  them,  in  words  cmel  and  brief,  : 

Tiiat  her  they  loved  witli  broken  Iieart  had  died. 
Oh,  had  they  only  known  that  she  was  left  alone, 

How  gladly  would  they've  called  her  buck  again. 
'Tis  the  story  we  all  tell,  "She  had  loved  not  wisely,  but  too  well," 

And  not  thaonly  one  we  hear  exclaim:— CAoru*. 


I  Love  My  Gir 

AND  SHE  LOVES  ME 

'    ■    » »  »    ■ 
Copyrlirbl.  MDCCCXCV.  by  Henry  J,  WuhmaB. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  R.iifr.  (rranf^od  for  the  piano,  wilt  ti«  sonttA  any  ad* 
dresa,  poat-i«i>1,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  tills  anil  any  t'»o  "ther  Sont-g  f.>r  One  Hollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehman.  130A  1»2  fork  l(ow.  N>  »■  York;  or  R5  A  H7  K  Mi<itl-on  st.t'hlcajro. 
write  to  either  one  of  the  al>  ive  aildi-esKcs  for  Free  ditnloirue  of  Sonirs,  Sonir  Books, 
Sheet  Hualo,  Oerman  Soub  Books,  Letter  Wi  liei-s,  Uream  B'Mjks,  Juke  Botiks.  etc. 


■  e  ■ 


Words  and  Music  by  Giliiiort-  Jfc  Ix-onard. 


Uy  sweetheart  is  a  dark-eyed  i:irl,  nhe  lives  right  close  to  me. 
And  ev'ry  morning  in  tlie  year  lier  sinillng  face  (  see; 
The  neighlKtrs  all  love  her,  too,  she  has  such  a  winning  way, 
And  wbcD  I  come  home  from  my  work,  I'm  olten  heard  to  Bay: 

CnoBiTS. 
.  "I  love  my  girl,  and  she  loves  me; 

We're  jnst  as  happy  together  as  we  can  be; 

We  have  a  cozy,  little  home:  we're  married  now,  yon  Bee; 

For  I  love  my  little  wife,  boys,  and  ahe  loves  me," 

Tea,  we've  been  married  qnlte  a  while,  and  very  pleased  to  say 
That  we  are  quite  contented  now,  and  never  rind  the  day;  i 

We've  never  liad  a  quarrel  yet,  we  haven't  got  any  time, 
And  when  the  rainy  day  comes  'round  you'll  find  ns  not  behind.— CAo. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm,  Benson  Gray. 


One  Easter  Sunday  morning,  while  the  sun  was  shining  clear, 

And  good  folks  to  the  old  churcli  came,  the  parson's  prayers  to  hear; 

They  little  knew,  while  scaled  there,  upon  that  blessed  day, 

A  human  life  was  ending  in  a  home  just  o'er  the  way. 

A  mati  in  deepest  poverty,  without  a  single  friend, 

Woald  answer  soon  the  call  nf  death:  his  life  was  nenring  end, 

Witli  no  one  there  to  comfort  him,  no  tender  words  to  say-r— 

He  heard  the  morning  service  in  tlie  church  across  the  way. 

Cnoni's. 
The  minister  was  preaching  his  good  and  sacred  teaching, 

The  congregation  sat  in  erstacy; 
The  bells  had  just  ceased  rii  ging,  the  choir  was  aweetly  singing 

*'  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee." 

The  preacher's  words  touched  ev'ry  heart  within  those  sacred  walls; 

Ha  told  how  honor  always  thrives  and  how  deception  falls. 

The  outcast  in  that  bumble  home,  w  hose  life  had  been  a  blank. 

Sighed  softly  at  those  truthful  words  as  nearer  death  he  sank; 

He  knew  not  that  the  preacher  was  his  honored  brother  Ned, 

Whom  he'd  not  seen  for  years,  not  since  to  hide  his  crime  he  fled. 

If  be  conld  live  life  o'er  again,  his  thongbts  would  never  stray 

From  each  word  uoght  that  moralnK  In  tba  cbiucb  mtom  the  w«7.— CAdn» 
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' ;'    .    '       Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Graham, 

■    *  >  ^    ■ 
We  were  none  of  ns  thiDking  of  danger,    -        .^ 

As  tlie  train  sped  on  in  the  nlplit, 
'Till  the  flames  from  a  bDrniiig  forest 

Made  the  paesengers  wild  with  fright, 
Then  a  tiny  maid  near  a  window,  with  a  smile,  Bftid, 

"  There's  nothing  to  fear; 
I'm  snre  that  no  harm  will  befall  yon. 

My  Dad's  the  engineer." 

Bkpratn. 
"Daddy's  on  the  engine,  don't  te  afraid; 
Daddv  Knows  what  he  is  doing,"  said  ttie  little  maid; 
"  WeMl  soon  be  out  of  danper,  don't  yon  ever  fear; 
Every  one  is  safe,  because  my  Dad's  tlie  engineer." 

With  the  sparks  falling  closely  ahont  ns, 

Thro'  the  flames  we  fped  on  so  fast, 
And  the  brave  little  maid's  father 

Brought  ns  thro'  the  danger  all  safe  at  last; 
And  the  prond,  sweet  face  of  his  Insaie, 

And  the  words  of  the  calm,  little  dear,  j 
Will  live  in  my  mem'ry  forever, 

"  My  Dad's  the  engineer."— /?«/"»'aif». 
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Words  by  Wm.  Jerome.    Music  by  John  Queen. 

Oh,  talk  aliont  yonr  sweethearts  fair,  and  girls  of  high  degree; 
Your  Bow'ry  pearls,  and  EnglJBh  girls  from  far  across  the  sea; 
But  I  can't  see  where  they  come  In,  they  nev«T  were  in  iiue. 
For  up-to-date  ideas,  with  this  race-track  girl  of  mine.       -    < 

Chorus. 
My  girl'sa  "corkert  "  slie's  a  New  Yorker; 

She  plays  tlie  races,  slie  gets  the '•  dough  "; 
Slie  loves  me  dearly,  and  so  sincerely. 

Tell  me  how  you  found  that  out?  She  told  me  sol 

At  Sheepshead  Bay,  in  summer  time,  she's  simply  "ont  of  sight!  " 
She  bets  her  "  stuff  "  like  Piitsbnrgli  Phil,  and  always  gets  them  right. 
The  "  tonts,"  they  all  take  off  their  hats  and  stand  right  in  a  line. 
And  look  for  informatiun  from  this  race-track  girl  of  mine. — Ckoru$. 

And  when  the  racing  season's  o'er,  she  goes  across  the  "  pond  "; 

I've  heard  some  tales  that  dear  old  Wales  of  her  is  very  fond. 

In  Paris,  on  the  Boulevard,  she  never  fails  to  sliine; 

For  every  day  is  Sunday  with  tliis  race-track  girl  of  ii..ue.— CAoru*. 


There's  a  little  snide  street,  that  yon  cannot  call  sweet. 

Where  the  Board  of  Healtli  often  will  rally; 
It's  about  a  yard  wide,  and  tlie  law  is  dtfiuU— 

The  police  call  it  Paradise  Alley. 
There's  a  girl  living  ttiere,  witli  cross  eyes  and  red  hair. 

And  her  front  name,  they  tell  me,  is  Sully; 
Every  day  on  the  street  she  sells  Fran lifortcrt  sweet, 

That's  the  sausage  of  Paradise  Alley. 

Chorus. 
Every  Sunday,  even  in  rain  or  snow. 
With  her  Frankfort  pudding,  'long  the  street  she'll  go; 
All  the  boys  then  say,  in  a  whisper  low. 
There  goes  the  sausage  of  Paradise  Alley. 

When  O'Brien's  little  boy  used  that  girl  to  annoy, 

They  all  thought  that  she  would  not  go  near  him, 
But  she  caught  him  one  day,  broke  his  jaw  right  away. 

Just  to  show  them  that  she  didn't  fear  him. 
When  the  young  man  got  well,  to  a  friend  he  did  tell 

How  a  red-beaded  girl  they  called  Sally 
Bad  hit  him  with  a  hone  that  was  harder  than  stone — 

'Twas  a  sausage  of  Paradise  AHey.—  Chonit. 

How  her  hair  it  got  red,  by  tlie  neighbors  'tis  said, 

That,  at  one  time,  'twas  black  and  unsit^htly. 
And  young  Tommy  Killeeii  said  that  once  it  was  green. 

And  then  changed  to  that  color  so  brlKhtly ; 
So  we  guess,  by  the  hy,  that  she  uses  hair  dye. 

In  a  manner,  like  Mrs.  McNally, 
And  I  now  do  proclaim  that  ttie  color's  the  same 

As  the  sausage  of  Paradise  Alley.— (7Aoru(. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  B.  Gray. 

1    m»»    • 

At  a  kind  old  mother's  side  sat  her  eldest  boy,  her  pride,  ;.. 

Who  would  soon  arrive  at  manhood's  stage  of  life, 
,.f  When  the  lad  becaii  to  tell  of  a  girl  he  loved  so  well, 
"^ '       And  intended  asking  her  to  be  his  wife. 

On  that  loving  mother's  face  care  at  once  yonr  eye  could  trace, 

Like  the  change  of  brightest  sunlight  into  gloam. 
"  Have  yon  stopped  to  think,"  said  she,  "  what  your  lot  in  life  should  be. 
Ere  you  ask  a  girl  to  leave  a  happy  home?"  ,.. 

Chorus.  "■•■.;•■■..■_■-:■'.■■ 

When  yon  ask  a  girl  to  leave  a  happy  homestead, 
..  •'         And  to  sail  with  you  o'er  matrimony's  foam, 
;-•;'•"■;.:.     Yon  should  have  employment  then,  earn  your  way  and  living, 
■v  '•;';•.'        Wtien  yon  ask  a  girl  to  leave  a  happy  home. 

When  the  kind  old  mother  said,  "  Tell  me,  lad.  If  yon  were  wed. 

How  could  you  support  a  wife  and  dress  her  well?  "  •;  '" 

Bald  the  lad,  "  Why,  we  could  live  on  the  money  you  would  give,       ,;'     ; 

And  in  one  of  father's  houses  we  could  dwell."  .'; ' 

"But  the  girl,"  the  mother  cried,  "has  a  dignity  and  pride;  A:  •-; 

To  depend  on  us,  from  home  would  never  roam; 
Tlioagh  we'll  help  yon  all  we  can,  we  want  yon  to  act  a  man, 

Wh«n  yoa  ask  t  girl  to  leave  a  bappy  home."— CAottm. 


Don't  yon  remember  sweet  Alice,  Ben  Bolt? 

Sweet  Alice,  with  hair  so  brown, 
Who  blushed  with  delight  if  yon  gave  her  a  tmlle. 

And  trembled  with  fear  at  yonr  frown? 
In  tbe  old  chiirch-vard,  in  the  valley,  Ben  Bolt, 

In  a  corner  obscure  and  lone. 
They  have  fitted  a  slab  of  granite  so  gray, 

And  Alice  lies  under  the  stone. 

tinder  the  hickory  tree,  Ben  Bolt, 

That  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  bill. 
Together  we've  lain  in  the  noonday  shade. 

And  listened  to  Appietnn's  mill. 
The  mill-wheel  has  fallen  to  pieces,  Ben  Bolt, 

The  rafters  have  tumbled  in. 
And  a  quiet  that  crawls  'round  the  wall  as  you  gaze. 

Takes  tbe  place  of  the  olden  din. 

Do  you  mind  the  caliln  of  logs,  Ben  Bolt, 

That  stood  in  the  pathless  woo<i? 
And  the  button-ball  tree,, with  its  motley  bonghs. 

That  nigh  by  the  door-step  stood? 
The  cabin  to  ruin  has  gone,  Ben  Bolt. 

Yo  would  look  for  the  tree  in  vain; 
And  where  once  the  lords  of  the  forest  stood. 

Grows  grass  and  the  golden  grain. 

And  don't  you  rememher  the  school,  Ben  Bolt, 

And  the  master  so  cruel  and  grim? 
And  tbe  shady  nook  in  the  rnnuing  brook. 

Where  the  children  went  to  swim? 
Grass  grows  on  the  master's  grave,  Ben  Bolt, 

The  spring  of  the  brook  is  dry. 
And  of  all  the  boys  wtio  were  scnoolmates  then. 

There  are  only  you  and  1. 

There's  a  change  In  the  fhlngs  1  love,  Ben  Bolt; 

They  have  changed  from  the  old  to  the  new; 
But  I  feel  in  the  core  of  my  spirit  the  truth. 

There  never  was  a  change  in  you. 
Twelve  mouths  tweniy  have  passed,  Ben  Bolt, 

Since  first  we  were  friends,  yet  I  hail 
Thv  presence  a  blessing,  thy  friendship  a  truth, 

Ben  Bolt  of  the  salt  sea  gale. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Felix  HcOlennou, 

I'm  a  dacent  yonnc  colleen  JiiBt  over  from  Ireland, 

And  all  iif  the  ItOyS  seem  to  run  after  me: 
Sure,  thev  tliliik  'kaee  I'm  Irieli  there's  ^'reen  in  my  optic,     . 

But,  faith,  there's  no  green  In  my  eye,  you  can  see. 
I  know  whicli  from  whether,  and  tble  from  the  other; 

I  know  iheir  decaviu',  deliidheriu'  way— 
And  BO,  when  ibey  come  wid  their  couxiti'  and  masbin', 

I  only  wink  ac  them  and  to  them  I  Bay: 

Chorus. 
*' Arrah,  go  on!  you're  simply  tazin'l 
'Pon  my  word,  you're  eomething  Hwful I 

Lave  Die  alone!  you're  mighty  pluzin':  Arrali!  co  'way,  goon; 
Go  wld  ye,  go  'way;  go  wid  ye,  go  'way,  go  on!  " 

There's  wan  of  them  carries  np  bricks  to  the  mortar. 

He  tells  me  be  has  a  fine  ginileiiinn's  Khop: 
For  all  he's  got  to  do  Is  to  climb  up  the  judder. 

And  the  work  is  all  done  by  the  maii  at  the  top. 
He  says  It's  himself  cud  keep  ine  like  a  lady: 

He's  "  wan-wau  "  a.  wcelt,  and  he's  ovtriime,  too; 
He  swears  1  can  have  his  "  wan-wan  "  If  I'll  niuiry. 

But  1  only  laut;'!  and  then  say,  "Wlr-rae-truel  "— CAortt*. 

Another  wan  is  a  big  Inmp  of  a  p'Hceman, 

He's  not  10112  from  Irelain),  hie  name  is  Mick  Lynn;      , 
And  h<!  swears  if  he  sees  any  oiliern  come  inushin', 

Bediid  and  beKorriil  he'll  run  thtin  uH  in. 
He's  L'ive  me  a  watcb— I  can  t;i)e«>8  where  he  got  it. 

For  lie'x  on  nislit  duty;  he  t<ee8  me  by  day. 
He  Bwars  (o  hi- ti'iiH,  u  blL' outh  on  his  inincheoD,      :  - 

But  I  only  luk  at  liis  feet  uud  1  eay: — C horns. 


WHAT  WILL  YOU  SAY, 

SWEET  KITTY  SHEA? 


Oopyilgbt,  KDCCCXCT,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 


"Hie  Word*  and  Hade  nf  this  Bong,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  eent  to  any  ad- 
dreos,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  ..ther  Songs  for  One  I>ollar. 
by  Heiirr  J.  WVhman.  130  *  1S2  Park  Row.  N^w  York:  or  85  *  K7  E  MiwUboii  st.Chicafo. 
Write  to  eithur  one  of  tlie  ab-.Te  addreeoen  for  Free  Cntalojrue  of  Sontm.  Song  Booo, 
Sheet  Music,  Oerman  Song  Books,  Latter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc 


Copyright,  1^  by  Spaulding  &  Oray.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

1     *  s  »     ' 

All  rights  reserved. 

■     »*m     I 


The  Word*  and  Hnslc  of  ttii»  S  •ni.-x  unanKed  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreas.  post-i>ald,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  tliiM  and  anv  t»  o  i.ther  S"ntfs  r-ir  One  Dollar, 
by  Henrv  J  Wehmon.  130  .t  i:«  Park  Row.  New  York;  or  85*  R7  E.  MixliMOn  St., Chicago. 
Write  t't  eitlinr  one  of  tlie  above  addresses  for  Free  Cntalo;f  lie  of  Soiiith.  Sontr  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Oerman  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Munic  by  Samuel  H.  Specie    ..  .   ' 

■    »  >  »     ■       ' 

I  now  take  my  pen  in  hand,  sweet  Kitty  Shea, 

To  write  you  a  letter  from  over  the  sea; 

I'm  well  and  I  hope  this  will  find  you  the  same — 

If  my  writing  is  bad.  tlien  my  pen  is  to  blame. 

I'm  lonely,  since  I  left  the  dear  old  green  if le. 

For  somebody's  bright  face  and  Bomebody's  smile; 

And  that  is  the  n-aeon  I  write  to  you  now,    . 

To  asli  you  a  question,  if  you  will  allow.  ^  , 

ClIORITS. 

What  will  yon  say,  Bweet  Kitty  Shea, 
If  I  should  ask  you  to  marry  Bonie  dny? 
Will  you  say  "Yes,  dear,"  or  will  you  eny  "Nay  "— 

Oh,  what  will  you  say,  sweet  Kitty  Sheaf 

If  what  I  am  writing  should  not  reach  yon,  dear, 

I  hope  that  yon  always  will  think  of  me  here. 

And  tell  yonr  old  father  and  mother  for  me. 

That  I'll  take  care  of  them  if  my  wife  voii'll  lie; 

Kow  my  ink  is  red  and  so  is  the  red  rone. 

And  my  love  ie  there  wht-re  the  (Icar  ehanirocU  grows; 

Now  siitrar  is  f>\v<-et  and  the  violets  «i<-  blue, 

And  blue  too  I'll  be  till  1  hear,  dear,  from  yoa.—Cfiorut. 


IN  THE  BARROOM 

•  ;,         -■.    1    <  a  ^    ■ .•■.'.-■  .■■:. 
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Words  and  Music  hy  Joe  J.  Casey. 


\     '   -      '.  Words  and  ilusic  by  Gus'ie  L.  Davis.  ;    .        , 

■     m  %  m — i 

Colored  folks,  have  yon  heard  the  news  that's  been  exciting  every  coon. 
There's  goiiitr  to  he  a  jubilee,  and  it'n  goiim  to  iiaiher  'r')iiiid  the  moon; 
There's  Venus,  there's  Sntiim,  there's  iJupitiT  uud  Maro, 
There's  a  comet  and  an  eclipse  of  the  suu,  the  moon  nnd  stars; 
There's  a  new  seneution  muv,  one  tlmi'e  delighting  every  coon, 
For  brotber  Jasper,  be  declarua  there's  a  midway  lu  the  moou. 

iV";- '_.:■;■;■■■'■'■'.:  ■'■•'.  ...      '^ /■  ■■    'Chorus. 

The  midway  In  the  moon,  the  midway  In  the  moon, 

With  Ihe  boola,  boola.  boola,  Ijoolu,  hoola, 

Bvery  coon  will  have  a  chance  to  do  the  hoochy,  coochy  dance, 

When  we  get  up  tu  the  midway  iu  tne  moon. 

White  folks  nil  must  bear  in  mind  that,  when  the  coons  bet'in  to  dance. 

There'll  be  no  choice  or  color  line,  for  that  day  the  nigs  will  have  a  chance; 

Let's  whisper,  let's  whitnier,  now  coons  don't  you  be  shy: 

Don't  you  hurry,  don't  »oii  worry,  for  it's  coinino  bye  and  bye; 

There's  a  new  sensation  now,  one  that's  delit;litimr  every  co<in. 

For  brother  Jasper,  he  declares  there's  a  midway  in  the  moon. — Chorus. 


LOTTIE   CILSON'S 

BIC3-    HIT: 


I'm  a  celebrated  workinu'man,  me  duty  I  never  shirk; 

I  can  do  more  work  than  any  ninn  from  Pittf>hurgh  to  New  York; 

It's  a  jierft-ct  lioly  terror,  Iniys,  how  I'll  get  tbrouob  nic  work, 

Providlni:  I  can  do  it  in  a  bnrrmmi. 
I'll  hoist  derricks  with  me  shoahier,  push  freight  cars  w  itli  nie  breath. 
That  will  m!ike  the  hoes  feel  tickU-d,  till  he's  on  the  < il^e  of  death. 
But.  betwt-i-ii  UB  all,  now  whisper  that  I  only  have  to  ewuat. 

When  I'm  doing  manual  labor  iu  the  barroom. 

There  are  coppers  without  nnmberp,  with  their  well-developed  chests. 

Who  make  the  most  usIoiiiKiini:  of  ihe  whole  p)lice  arreeis: 

They'll  pound  the  air  with  vc-iiL'.-aiice.  then  dilute  iht-ir  manly  chests; 

If  you'll  only  chaff  the  liquor  in  a  barroom. 
They  will  catch  thifVes  without  iniinlMTs,  they'll  lie  np  to  ("iinff,  you  see: 
They've  c;iiii:hta  hiindrid  iiiiiriiercrs,  including  you  and  me. 
But  you'll  find  out  when  you  know  them  that  they  muel  have  twenty-three 

Of  the  very  iargcst  schoouere  in  the  barroom. 

There  arc  actors  who  have  acted  In  a  hundred  different  roles. 
And  Some  whose  fame  extend  beyond  those  two  confonndeil  [toles. 
Bill  yoii'il  find  iheir  uctuieqiiaiiiifs  lies  deep  within  their  eouls. 

And  theydniw  their  inspirations  from  a  barroom. 
Their  pos'-s  are  heroic,  and  tiioir  niethods  are  sublime: 
They  {rive  old  GanicU  c.-irds  ami  spades,  their  soul  is  full  of  rhyme. 
But  "  li'-n  you  come  to  solve  tli<  m  you  will  find  that  at  the  limo 

Tht-y  ouiy  do  their  John  McCullough's  in  a  barroom. 

There's  the  politician  robust,  with  his  pre-«!lection  ways. 

Who  works  his  flue  influence  on  the  hlooniint;  Fourth  Ward  jaya, 

And  for  foiirtt-en  lu-gs  of  laL'cr  then  his  nohs  lie  boidly  pays. 

And  he  operates  his  canvass  in  the  harrooni; 
But  when  tlie  ejection's  o"i-r  and  the  free  beer  is  all  gone. 
He'll  wonder  how  the  dfiice  it  was  that  his  oppoi.ent  won; 
He'll  find  oiit  thai  I  votvil  for  the  other  son  of  u  gun, 

And  1  often  juiiied  hcultib  iu  the  bariouia. 


HARRY  MILLER'S  LATEST  SUCCESS, 


PE(t|ilE    MURPHY'S  r  » They'd  Only  Write  &  Ask  Me  to  Come  Home 
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For  Saia  at  all  fiSusie  Storos.   Ask  for  it 
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The       oth   -    er's       a        bank  •   er,  de  -  nies      us 
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Denied  a  Home. 
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Words  and  Mutiic  by  Samuel  n.  S|ieck. 

Here,  at  yonr  feet,  1  pledK«  niy  devotion; 

I  am  your  elave  ana  yon  are  ray  qaeen; 
'Tis  uew  to  me,  tbta  eacrt-d  emotion — 

I  am  yoore  only,  eweet  Adeline. 
Oft  my  heart  pined  for  some  one  to  cherish*  ' 

Oft  my  sonl  eighed  for  60lace  Bereue;  '      , 

Until  I  saw  you  my  life  was  lonely. 

Until  I  met  yon,  sweet  Adeline; 

Until  Iloved  you,  sweet  Adeline. 

Retrain.  ■/■--■ 

I  never  loved  nntll  I  met  you; 
I  never  thought  a  heart  could  be  so  true; 
Nothing  can  come  between  my  love  and  my  heart**  qOMDt 
I  never  loved  until  I  met  yon,  Adeline. 

Joy  fills  my  beart,  for  your  eyes  arc  beaming, 
Beaming  with  love  on  me,  oh,  my  queen; 

Do  not  wake  me  if  I  am  but  dreaming, 
Dreaming  of  bliss  with  my  Adeline: 

Cling  to  me  close,  love,  life  will  be  brighter; 
No  saddened  thought  can  e*er  intervene; 

Ton  are  my  idol,  my  heart  is  lighter. 
Now  vou  are  mine,  my  sweet  Adeline, 
And  I  am  thine,  my  sweet  Adeline.— ^«/raill> 

THE  BOWERY  BAIl 

'     *  e  »    ■ 
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Words  and  Music  by  Jost- ph  P.  Galton. 


There's  going  to  be  a  recrptiou  to-night,  down  at  Michael  Casey's  hall; 

For  montiis  it  has  been  all  the  talli  of  the  east  side,  the  annual  Bowery  Ball; 
^Oh,  all  llie  ffllows  and  girls  iu  theguug  for  "certain  sure"  will  be  there, 
*  Aud  all  the  big  swells  of  Fifth  Avenue  at  our  costumes  and  style  will  stare. 

Cborcs. 

Yes,  we'll  all  be  there  at  the  Bowery  Ball, 

No  such  high-toned  affair  e'er  was  held  in  Casey's  Hall; 

The  French  masquerade,  so  famous  and  gay,  won't  be  iu  the  game  at  all 

With  the  sight  that  you'll  see,  between  12  and  3  to-night,  at  the  Bow'ry  Ball. 
You'll  find  that  the  music  will  be  up  to  date,  the  selections  will  be  fine; 
There'll  be  living  pictures  upon  the  big  stage  to  begin  at  half-poet  nine; 
Then  May  McNulty  will  rise  from  the  sea,  as  Veiitis  so  sweet  and  fair; 
Ht-r  dress  will  consist  of  a  beautiful  smile  and  a  silver  comb  in  her  hair.— CAo. 

At  midnight  comes  supper,  with  plenty  of  beer,  then  we'll  dance  till  half-past  4; 
A  Tier  which  there  will  be  a  delightful,  big  scrap,  when  the  whole  gang  takes  the 
And  Frankie  Hot'iin,  the  Bowery  boy,  will  meet  little  Dan  McCall;  floor; 

There'll  be  music  and  lights  aud  pleuty  of  fights  to-night  at  the  Bow'ry  Ball.— 
^ —  Chorut. 

Jer7iiiirMriii||,Cieiu 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joe  J.  Oaaey.  ■       .V 

When  two  little  boys  go  out  for  the  day. 
And  down  by  the  brookside  they're  wending  their 
And  each  little  hoy  has  a  nice  little  stick 
Ton  cannot  call  short  or,  by  any  means,  thick. 
And  each  little  hoy  has  a  book  and  a  line. 
Hade  out  of  a  pin  and  a  thin  piece  of  twine; 
An  old  bnttrred  can  and  some  worms  in  a  pot. 
Ton  caa  bet  they're  out  fishing— but  flsblng  (or  what? 

CaoKUS. 
ThsT  are  fishing  for  minnows  fn  that  little  brook— 
1'iieir  bait  is  a  worm  at  the  end  of  a  hook. 
With  bright,  eager  face,  the  sport  each  one  enjoys— 
They  are  fishing  for  mlunows,  those  two  liiUe  boys. 

When  two  little  dris  go  out  for  a  walk. 

And  these  little  dexrs  are  commencing  to  talk 

Of  the  men  with  a  sigh,  and  each  maiden  doth  try 

To  capture  a  man  with  a  glance  of  her  eye. 

And  when  the  young  men  at  those  two  maidens  star*. 

Their  eyelids  they'll  droop  and  then  blush,  I  declare: 

It  is  when  to  this  stage  ttiese  young  niiiidens  have  got, 

Tou  can  bet  they're  out  fisliiug— but  fishing  for  whair 

Chords. 
They  are  fishing  for  ew  eethciirls  each  dear  little  Miss— 
Their  bait  is  a  elt;h.  then  a  wink  or  a  klfs; 
They  drop  in  their  lines  and  then  patiently  wait. 
When  along  comes  some  Willie  who  swallows  the  bait. 

When  a  man  stays  out  late,  till  about  three  or  four, 

And  takes  just  n  glass,  or,  perlmps,  a  few  more,  f 

And  kei'ps  Ids  dear  wife  waiting  np  half  the  night, 

Tom  all  must  confess  be'8  not  doing  what's  right. 

And  when  he  comes  home  quite  ex|)ecting  a  row—  ^ 

He  don't  deserve  anything  else,  you'll  allow; 

Bhe  gives  him  a  kiss— not  one,  but  a  lot — 

Ton  can  Jitst  bet  she's  flehiiig— but  fishing  for  what? 

Crobus. 
Shs  is  fishing  for  money  to  buy  a  new  dress; 
Ecr  bait  is  a  smile  and  a  tender  caress: 
Man  swallows  tlie  bait  without  giving  a  thought— 
When  wives  commence  fishing  theu  huabauUa  uio  caught. 


Words  and  Music  by  Chaa.  Qrabam. 


WITH  A  WIFE 

And  a  Neat  Little  Home 

^"'.  ""  «'"•-'■"■'■  '        '    •  I  »    ' ■■-■'    :-■■■■■■• 

,     ',  Oopyrljrht,  MDCCCXCV\  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Graham. 


A  Story's  often  told  about  a  maiden,  young  and  fair, 

Who  through  her  love  and  pride  bad  left  her  home; 
And  for  awhile  her  loving  parents  missed  their  lassie  thera^ 

Not  knowing  where  their  wandering  pet  would  roam; 
At  last  she  sent  a  message  from  a  town  not  far  away, 

And  there  she  got  a  letter  from  her  Dad. 
*'You  can't  be  happy  now,"  he  said;  "you  will  retam  ■omedty, 

And  make  oar  hearts  again  feel  light  and  glad." 

Refbain. 
V**  After  your  wandering,  come  bomel "    „ 
;:?■,":        That's  what  she  read  in  the  letter; 
"  .'V    •        **Whydidyonleaveusalouef 
■.  >    .  '    '     No  one  could  love  you  l>etter;  „  '  .    ;  i 

.    r  Keep  this  in  mind,  little  girl. 

No  matter  wherever  you  roam, 
^^  .  There  are  hearts  fond  aud  true,  that  ar«  waiting  for  yOB— 

'':..  y  :  •  After  ;  cur  wandering,  come  home! " 

"Twas  all  because  her  father  did  not  like  the  boy  she  loved; 

"Come  home,"  he  wrote,  "  and  you  can  marry  Jack; 
I  know  he  loves  our  Bessie,  and  a  worthy  lad  he's  proved; 

He's  only  waiting  till  you  come  back.'' 
One  morning,  in  the  sninmer,  she  became  a  happy  bride; 

The  old  man  was  not  sorry,  after  all: 
Tho'  Bessie  went  away  awhile,  'twas  all  thro'  love  and  piUUi 

And  often  Uiey  the  tender  words  recal  I  :—Befrai)%. 


"  And  eo  yon  want  to  work,  young  man? 

Weill  that  you  can  easily  do; 
Bui  you  must  do  the  best  you  can — 

I  want  a  lud  like  you; 
I  think  you've  left  good  friends,  my  lad; 

Now  tell  me  the  reason  why?  " 
With  a  cheerful  smile,  lie  paused  awhile. 

And  then  made  this  reply: 

Chorus. 
"  I've  a  picture  here,  of  a  girl  so  dear. 

Through  life  I'll  ne'er  forget; 
For  I  know  that  she  will  be  true  to  me — 

I  bless  the  hour  we  met. 
I  was  wild,  I  know— she  told  me  so, 

And  advined  me  never  to  roam: 
Though  I  came  away, I'll  be  happy  someday 

With  a  wife  and  a  neat  little  home." 

The  years  passed  by,  he  kept  his  woi-d. 

And  stuck  to  his  post  like  a  man; 
And  fortune  smiles  upon  him  siuce 

To  work  he  first  began. 
One  day  in  spring  he  went  away. 

Bat  said,  "I'll  be  back  again  1'* 
As  be  went  along,  he  sang  a  song — 

It  was  the  old  refrain;— CAoTM*. 

A  month  or  so  had  passed  away. 

He  stood  at  the  old  merchant's  doorj 
♦•  Vacation's  o'er;  I'm  back  to-<lny 

To  take  my  place  once  morel  "  '  * 

Then  brought  a  lovely  girl  inside, 

"My  wife,  sir,"  said  he—"  my  Janel 
We've  a  cosy  home  that's  ail  our  own,** 

And  then  he  aang  again:— CAoriM. 
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.^.,.-  Word*  and  Muric  by  Will  H.  Friday,  Jii.        , 

..  ' -v  ■'-'■''.'■:  ■    »  «  1 — > '■ —  ■■   '„  -.> . 

ri've  tlTcd  within  my  present  home  a  month,  or  maybe  more; 
.'     Contented  with  my  folks  I  lived  till  then, 
;   Bnt  since  I'm  there,  I  met  a  Mii<8,  none  such  I've  met  befora. 
With  charine  just  made  to  captivate  the  men. 
8o  graceful  and  BO  neat,  80  winsome  and  BO  sweet— 

Cbokus.  :. 

She's  the  girl  next  door,  the  girl  next  door— 
B«witchii)(!  and  so  handsome  is  the  girl  next  door. 
>      Now  wlieiie'er  I  henr  her  name  my  heart  bursts  in  a  flame— 
I'm  in  love  with  the  girl  next  door. 

.So  very  soon  the  wedding  hells  will  ring  in  tonei  of  joy, 

Two  lovlni;  liearta  will  then  be  very  glad; 
A  happv  youth  will  march  heeide  a  maiden  Bweet  and  coy. 

In  brlilal  robes  of  wiiite  she  will  be  clad. 
We'll  wed  and  live  in  blias,  myself  and  this  yoang  Miss — Chorut. 


DUNES  AND  NICKELS 
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'    ^  e  »     ■  ■'.';■-•'         '  ,  ■.   ' 

Maiden  Rnth  one  day  came  into  town,  just  to  see  her  nncle  dear; 
Maiden  Ruth  had  on  a  girlish  £;own,  and  it  made  her  look  so  queer; 
Maiden  Ruth  had  never  seen  New  York,  not  until  that  day,  poor  thiog. 
As  her  uncle  took  bur  all  around,  ehe  began  to  sing:  '   -~ 

CHonns. 
Ohl  Uncle  John,  Isn't  it  nice  on  Broadway;  ;  -- 

Oh!  Uncle  John,  here  I  will  remain; 
Ohl  Uncle  John,  now  that  I've  si'cn  the  Bowery, 

Life  in  the  country's  awful  slow,  and  I'll  never  go  back  Sfcain. 

Uncle  John  eocorted  maiden  Rnth  all  around  the  town,  with  care — 
FifHt  he  took  her  up  to  Central  Park,  then  lliev  went  to  Chatham. Sqnare: 
SlrHiipe  Bights  in«i<len  Rnth  lind  wilix'sseil  from  Ilarleni  down  to  New  York  bay; 
Every  one  Could  tell  what  pleased  her  ino«t  by  the  way  siie'ii  Bay: — Chorui. 

Uncle  somehow  loet  her  in  the  crowd,  np  nnd  dov\»i  the  street  he  run. 
Soon  he  found  her  happy  as  could  he,  chattint;  with  a  policeman: 
Uncle  John  tlien  said  lo  maiden  Rnth,  "Come  alonif,"  bnt  Rnili  replied,     ■' 
"  I  must  kiss  that  haudaome  man  in  blue,"  so  siie  did  and  cried :— CAoreM. 


The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, poet-iiald,  on  receipt  of  10  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J  Wehman,  130*  132  Park  Row,  New  York:  or  8.^*  87  E.  Mi<<11»on  St.Chlcaeo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Cutalogue  of  Sonirs,  Song  Boou^ 
Sheet  Music,  German  Soug  Buuks,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouks.  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Fremont. 


-•-•-•- 


Katie  was  John's  steady  company, 
They  were  happy  as  lovers  conid 


be. 


Engaged  to  be  married,  the  time  was  quite  near, 

Tlieir  young  hearts  were  beating  with  glee. 
But  oft,  between  kisses,  dear  Katie  would  say: 
*'  We  must  look  forward  to  our  wedding  day; 
Thib  world  is  made  up  of  Bunshine  and  rain;  " 
Aud  when  John  would  langb,  ebe  would  sing  this  refrain: 

Chobus. 
"Dimes  and  nickels,  nickels  and  dimes: 
If  we  thought  more  of  them,  we'd  hear  of  less  crimes: 
Now,  John,  when  we're  married,  in  case  of  hard  limes,     " 
You  save  the  nickels  and  I'll  save  the  dimes." 

At  last  they  were  married  and  settled, 

In  a  nice  little  place  of  their  own,  • 

And  a  baby  wonid  call  out  for  Papa,  so  sweet, 

In  tlje  evening  when  John  would  come  home. 
When  the  Union  declared  the  hiu  strike  at  the  mill, 
John  went  out,  with  his  dear  Katie's  will—  „     ■ 

She  Bays:  "Do  not  fret:  we  lauirh  at  hard  times. 
For  you've  saved  the  nickels  and  I've  saved  the  dimes.**— CAorui; 
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'■*  Words  and  Music  by  James  Thornton. 

I    m%»    ' 

While  strolling  along  with  the  city's  vast  throng, 

On  a  night  that  was  bitter  cold, 
I  noticed  a  crowd,  who  were  lanirhing  aloud 

At  flomething  they  chanced  to  behold: 
I  stopped  for  to  see  what  the  object  could  be. 

And  there,  on  a  doorstep,  lay 
A  woman  in  tears,  from  the  crowd's  angry  jeers. 
And  then  I  heard  somebody  say: 

Chorus. 
She  may  have  seen  better  days,  when  she  was  in  her  prime; 
She  may  have  seen  better  days  once  upon  a  time: 
Though  by  the  wayside  she  fell,  she  may  yet  mend  her  ways; 
Some  poor,  old  motber  is  watting  for  ber,  who  has  Beeu  better  days. 

If  we  conid  but  tell  why  the  poor  creature  fell, 

PerliapB  we'd  not  be  so  severe: 
If  the  truth  were  but  known  of  this  outcast  alone. 

Mayhap  we  would  all  shed  a  tear. 
She  wat  once  some  one's  joy,  cast  aside  like  a  toy —    ;' 

Abandoned,  forsaken,  unknown. 
Every  man  standing  by  had  a  tear  in  his  eye,  ,/-;:.'. 

For  some  bad  a  daughter  at  home.— CAorw*. 

The  crowd  went  away,  but  I  longer  did  stay; 

For  from  her  I  was  loath  to  depart: 
I  knew  by  her  moan,  as  she  sat  there  alont,-  ■  ' 

That  something  was  breaking  heart:  :"'Z- 

She  told  me  her  life,  eh*  was  once  a  good  wife,  ':,;.;,/  .   '  - "  - 

Respected  and  honored  by  all;  J,    <  ■'..:,.:■ ' 

Her  biiBband  had  fled  ere  they  were  long  wed,     '4  .v,  ;;  .!  V- .    -■: 

And  tears  down  ber  Cheeks  sadly  fall.— CAoTMir 


Words  and  Music  by  E.  Alexandra. 

While  walking  down  a  busy  thoroughfare. 

You  see  a  pretty  girl,  with  f;oldeu  hair, 
TrippiiiL' along,  humming  a  son^. 

Ah  happy  as  the  birds  in  the  air,  ; 

Wiien  piidilenly  the  rain  it  patters  down, 
-   -  You'd  think  the  pretty  darling  ehe  would  drown; 

Iler  dress  holds  hiKti  to  keep  it  dry, 
.    And  the  men  Blare  as  she  loddlcB  through  the  town: 

Chorus. 
But  what  conid  fhe  poor  pirl  do?  Boys,  what  could  the  poor  girl  do? 
She'd  a  pretty  little  shoe,  and  she  liked  to  Bhow  it,  too. 
So  I  cuuldu't  blame  the  girl,  could  youf 

A  pretty  girl  in  balliing  went  one  day, 

Ures^eii  in  a  bathing  suit  of  Colors  gay, 
Wiieii,  like  a  mouse,  from  l>uiiiini;-hoiise, 

A  thief  her  garments  Stole  and  ran  away; 
She  learned  her  clot  lies  were  loHt.  and  she  mnst  roam 

The  city  in  a  cortume  niude  for  foam; 
She  gave  a  siuh,  luit  ditl  not  cry. 

And  then  pluckiiy  ebe  rturted  oat  for  home. 

Chords. 
But  what  could  the  poor  girl  doT  Boys,  what  could  fhe  poor  girl  dof 
Thrnngh  the  streets  she  had  to  scoot,  diesscd  up  in  a  bathing  suit. 
So  I  couldn't  blame  the  girl,  could  youf 

Now  when  a  man  cets  married,  you'll  agree, 

At  family  work  he's  helpless  as  can  be; 
Ilis  wife  saya.  Dun, 'most  ever)  man 

Assists  liis  wife,  now  why  don't  you  help  mef 
The  henpecked  man  consents,  hut  » itii  a  ecowl — 
...  At  flight  he  uulka  the  floor  to  baby's  howl. 

While  mamma  dear,  without  a  fear. 

Says  I'll  retire,  then  hubby  BiartB  to  growl. 

Chorcs. 
Bnt  what  could  the  poor  girl  do?  Boys,  what  could  the  poor  girl  dof 
While  the  baby  loudly  roars,  mamma  goes  to  sleep  aud  snores,  ;'  ,■ 

Aud  I  couldn't  blame  the  girl,  could  youf  -   ^    ' 

A  good  ship  o'er  the  ocean  swiftly  sped,        ,'  * 

The  sun  was  shining  brightly  overhead. 
The  captain  and  a  maiden  grand  .-v' '  .    ■•        ' 

Stood  on  the  deck,  when  suddenly  he  said; 
Now  from  your  pretty  lips  I'll  take  a  sip, 
Or  else  tills  boat  has  seen  Its  final  trip. 
Unless  I  kiss  you,  pretty  Mit'i,  i  .,.. 

All  lives  aboard  are  loBt,  I'll  sink  the  ship. 
Chorhs. 
Now  what  conid  the  poor  girl  dof  Boys,  what  conid  the  poor  girl  dof 
Now  she's  very  much  adored,  she  saved  all  the  lives  on  boud. 
And  I  couldn't  blame  the  girl,  could  youf 

Be  sure  to  get  the  popular  "Two-Step" 
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By  James  Thornton. 

i — •»  »  m     I 


I  will  sing  yon  a  Bong,  and  it  won't  be  very  long, 

'Bout  a  maiden  sweet,  nml  t<he  never  would  do  wrong; 

Ev'ry  one  said  site  who  pretty,  i»lie  was  nut  long  in  the  city. 

All  aloue,  oh,  what  a  pity— poor  little  maid. 

Cborhb. 
She  never  saw  the  eticctfl  of  Cairo,  on  the  Midway  she  had  never  strayed. 
She  never  saw  the  kutchy,  kulchy— poor  little  country  maid. 

She  went  out  one  night,  did  tliis  innocent  divine. 

With  a  nice  young  man,  who  invited  Iter  to  dine. 

Now  he's  sorry  that  be  met  tier,  and  he  never  will  forget  Her; 

In  the  future  he'll  know  better— poor  little  maid. 

Chorus. 
Slie  never  saw  tlic  streets  of  Ciiiro,  ou  the  Midway  she  had  never  strayed, 
She  never  saw  the  kutchy,  kutchy— poor  little  country  maid. 

She  was  engaged  as  a  picture  for  to  pose. 

To  appear  each  niKht  in  abbreviiited  clotiies. 

All  the  dudes  were  in  a  flurry,  for  to  catcli  her  they  did  harry; 

One  who  caught  her  now  ia  sorry— poor  little  moid. 

CUORUS. 

She  was  much  fairer  far  than  Trilby— lots  of  more  men  sorry  will  be 
If  they  don't  try  to  keep  away  from  this  pour  little  country  maid. 
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Written,  Composed  and  Suug  by  Ilelene  Monk 


I'm  in  love  willi  a  clmrinlng  young  lady, 

Jiic>t  the  finest  yoiini;  ludy  ou  earth; 
A  gem  of  the  very  first  water. 

And  I'm  proud  that  elie's  Irish  by  birth; 
I  met  her  beneath  the  green  bower;  . 

I  kissed  her  and  lilted  it  so  well; 
8be  blushed  like  tlic  fairest  of  flowcn 
That  grow  in  a  mossy  green  dell. 
Chorus. 
Kathleen,  so  fair  and  bright;  stur  of  eve  and  darkest  night; 
*Mld  shady  lane  and  meadow  green,  1  long  to  roam  with  sweet  Kathleen. 

Her  parents  they  boast  not  of  riches; 

They've  a  neat  little  farm  of  their  own; 
Her  father  he  digs  his  own  pruties. 

And  they  live  in  the  County  Tyrone; 
For  miles  'round  our  Kuthleeu  is  famous — 

Guo<l  luoki)  and  good  nature  serene; 
'Tis  there  she  is  ulwayK  acknowledged 

As  the  fairest  young  cullecu  e'er  seen.— CAona. 

We  are  going  to  get  married  next  Sunday, 

And  the  old  fulUs  will  give  us  away; 
Ttie  bell;*  in  the  church  will  be  ringing. 

And  the  boys  and  the  girls  will  t)e  gay; 
As  giire  us  tlie  stari*  are  above  us. 

My  Kathleen  will  ever  be  true; 
And  as  from  the  church  we  are  coming. 

Ail  the  boys  and  the  girls  shout  hurroo.— Cftoruf. 


MY  CONEY  ISLAND  GIRL 

"  ,  •■    -  ■^ 1     •  s  •     ■ 
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Written  and  Composed  by  James  Thornton. 
■    *  »  *    ■ 
I  am  in  love  with  a  nice  little  girl,  she's  only  sweet  sixteen; 
She  works  down  town,  just  neur  Purk  Uow  and  Pearl,  she's  my  qneen; 
She  has  a  bicycle,  I've  got  one,  too;  oh,  how  delightful  it  feels; 
On  Sunday  morning,  as  dayligl;t  is  dawning,  taking  a  spin  ou  oar  wheels. 

Chorus. 
My  Coney  Island  girl,  she's  jnst  the  sort  that  you'd  like; 
She's  got  no  medals,  l>ut  oh,  don't  she  look  nice  on  a  "  bike  "; 
She  dresses  dainty  and  neat,  on  her  forehead  a  Murcnerite  cnrl; 
I  take  a  trip  Sunday,  and  sometimes  on  3Iuuday,  with  my  Coney  Island  girl. 

When  we  reach  Coney  the  pleasure  begins,  meeting  the  girls  and  boys; 
Then  take  a  ride  on  the  big  carousal,  oh,  what  joys; 

If  we  don't  want  to  ride  home  on  a  "  hike,"  sometimes  we  take  the  last  train; 
W«  slog  every  ditty  that's  sung  in  the  city,  but  always  end  with  this  refrain : 

^Chorus. 
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Words  by  John  F.  Palmer.    Miulc  by  Ctiarles  B.  Ward. 
■    *  s  »     i 
Matt  Casey  formed  a  social  club  that  beat  the  world  for  style. 

And  liired  for  a  meeting  place  a  hall; 
When  pay-day  came  around  each  week,  they'd  greased  the  floor  wito  WAZi 

And  danced  with  noise  and  vigor  at  the  bull: 
Eacli  Saturday  you'd  see  them  dressed  up  in  Sunday  clothes, 

Each  lad  would  have  his  stveetheart  l)y  his  side: 
When  Casey  led  the  first  grand  march  the  rest  would  fall  in  lino] 

Behind  the  man  who  was  their  joy  and  pride— for  ., 

Chorus. 
Casey  would  waltz  with  a  strawlxjrry  blonde. 

And  the  band  played  on; 
He'd  glide 'cross  the  floor  with  the  girl  he  adored. 

And  the  hand  p'ayed  on; 
But  his  l)rain  was  so  loaded  it  nearly  exploded,  • 

The  poor  girl  would  shake  with  alarm; 
He'd  ne'er  leave  the  girl  with  the  strawberry  carls. 

And  the  baud  played  on. 

6ach  kissing  in  the  corner  and  such  wliisp'ring  In  the  hall. 

And  telling  tales  of  love  behind  the  stairs; 
As  Cacey  was  the  favorite  and  h<-  that  run  the  ball. 

Of  kiswing  and  love-making  did  his  share;  ^ 

At  twelve  o'clock  exactly  they  all  would  fall  in  line. 

Then  march  down  to  the  dining  hall  and  eat; 
But  Casey  would  not  join  them,  although  every  thing  was  fine. 

But  he'd  stayed  up-siairs  and  exercise  his  feet— for— 6' Aor«#. 

Now  wlien  the  dance  was  over  and  the  band  played  "Home,  sweet  bonM^** 

Tliey  played  a  tune  at  Casey's  own  request; 
Ile'd  thank  them  very  kindly  for  the  favors  they  Imd  shown; 

Then  he'd  waltz  once  with  the  girl  that  he  loved  best; 
'Most  all  the  friends  are  married  that  Casey  used  to  know. 

And  Cawey,  tou,  has  taken  him  a  wife; 
The  blonde  be  used  to  waltz  and  glide  with  on  the  ball-room  floor« 

Is  happy  MiBsis  Casey  now  for  life— for — Chorus. 


Tie  Little  List  Clili 


Obpyrlght.  UM,  by  Jos.  W.  Stern.    Entered  at  SUtloners*  Hall.  Londoa. 


All  rlglits  reserved. 


Th*  Words  and  Miislo  of  this  Song,  arranKfd  for  the  piano,  will  b«  sent  to  any  ad 
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Words  by  E;dw.  B.  Marks.    Uuaio  by  Joa  W.  Stem. 

m  •  ^-. 

A  passing  noliccman  found  a  little  child; 
She  walked  beside  him,  dried  her  tears  and  smiled. 
Said  he  to  her  kindly,  "  Now  you  must  not  cry, 
I  will  find  vour  mamma  for  you  bye  and  bye.** 
At  the  station  when  he  asked  her  for  her  name. 
And  she  answered  Jennie,  it  made  him  exclaim: 
"At  last  of  your  mother  I  have  now  a  trace— 
Your  little  features  bring  back  her  sweet  face.** 
Chorus. 

**Do  not  fear,  my  little  darling,  and  1  will  take  yon  right  home. 

Come  and  sit  down  close  beside  me;  no  more  from  me  yon  shall  roam; 

For  you  were  a  habc  In  arms  when  your  mother  left  me  one  day; 

Left  me  at  home,  deserted,  aloue,  and  took  you,  my  child,  away." 

"Twas  all  through  a  qnarrel,  madly  jealous  she. 
Vowed  then  to  leave  me,  womanlike,  you  see. 
Oh,  how  I  loved  her,  crief  near  drove  me  wild." 
"Papa,  you  are  crying,"  lisped  the  little  child. 
Suddenly  the  door  of  the  station  opened  wide: 
"  Have  you  seen,  my  darliuL'f  "  an  anxious  motbet  cdfld. 
Husband  and  wife  then  meeting,  face  to  face. 
All  is  soon  forgiven,  in  one  fond  embrace. 

Chorus. 
**Do  not  fear,  my  little  darling,  and  we  will  take  yen  right  home. 
Come  and  sit  down  close  beside  me;  no  more  from  us  you  shall  roam 
For  you  were  a  babe  In  arms  when  your  mother  left  me  one  day; 
Left  me  at  home,  deserted,  alone,  and  took  you,  my  child,  away." 
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A  Song  that  Toicbes  the  Tender  Chords  of  Yoir  Hearl-Sbinss: 

IF  THEY'D  ONLY  WRITE 

AND  ASK  ME  TO  GOME  HOME. 

The  brilliant  composer  of  the  most  popular  songs  of  the  day. 

THIS  IS  THE  CHORUS.     TRY  IT  ON  YOUR  PIANO. 

n  Chorus. 
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"If       they'd    on    -    ly    write     and       ask       me        to      come        home, 
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feel      as  though  for  -  give  -  ness  they  had    shown, 


And  my  heart  would  cease  its  pain,    I'd    be 
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hap  -  py  once     a  -    gain —  If  they'd      on  -    ly  write    and    ask     me      to    tome      home.. 
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F  CAIRO 


Copyright,  1(95,  by  Fnuik  Hardinir.    EiiKliah  copyrigbt  lecured.    AH  righta  reserred. 
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By  James  Thornton. 


I  will  ping  yon  a  eong,  and  It  won't  be  very  long, 

'Bout  a  uaiden  sweet,  and  Hhe  never  would  do  wrong; 

Ev'ry  one  said  she  waa  pretty,  she  was  nut  long  in  the  city. 

All  aloue,  oh,  what  a  pity— poor  little  maid. 
Cboriis. 
She  never  saw  the  ettcets  of  Cairo,  on  the  Midway  she  had  never  etrajred, 
She  never  saw  the  kutcliy,  liulchy— poor  little  coantry  maid. 

She  went  out  one  night,  did  thia  innocent  divine. 

With  a  nice  youni;  uian,  who  invited  her  to  dine. 

Now  he'B  Borry  that  he  met  her,  and  he  never  will  forget  ner; 

In  the  future  he'll  Icnow  better— poor  little  maid. 

Chokus. 
She  never  saw  the  etrecte  of  Cniro,  on  the  Midway  eho  bad  never  strayed, 
She  never  saw  the  Itutchy,  Icutcliy— poor  little  country  maid. 

She  was  engaged  as  a  picture  for  to  pose. 

To  appear  eacu  iiiuht  in  abbreviated  clothes. 

All  the  diideg  were  in  a  flurry,  for  to  catch  her  they  did  harry; 

One  who  caught  her  uuw  its  sorry- poor  little  moid. 

OllOBUS. 

She  was  mnch  fairer  far  than  Trilby— lots  of  more  men  sorry  will  be 
If  they  don't  try  to  l^eep  away  from  this  poor  little  country  maid. 


Copyright,  18'J1,  by  IIolcDe  Mora. 
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Vr'ritten,  Coniiiosed  and  Suug  by  Qelene  Uora. 

—~^  e  m     I 

I'm  in  love  with  a  charming  young  lady, 

Jui<i  t lie  finest  yoiiiit;  ludy  ou  eartti; 
A  K^-'"'  "'  I'le  very  first  water. 

And  I'm  proud  that  she's  Irish  by  birth; 
I  met  her  Iwncath  the  green  bower; 
I  kisst'd  her  and  liked  it  so  well; 
She  blushed  like  the  fairest  of  flowers 
That  grow  in  a  moeey  green  dell. 
Chorus. 
Kathleen,  so  fair  and  bright:  star  of  eve  and  darkest  night; 
'Mid  shady  laue  and  meadow  grceu,  I  long  to  roam  with  sweet  Eatblccn. 

Her  parents  they  boast  not  of  riches; 

Tliey've  a  neat  little  farm  of  their  own; 
Her  father  he  digs  liin  own  praties, 

And  they  live  in  the  County  Tyrone; 
For  miles  'round  our  Kathleen  is  famoas — 

Good  looks  and  good  iiatiire  serene; 
'Ti»  there  slie  is  alwayo  acknowledged 

As  the  fairest  young  col leeu  e'er  seen.— CAor««. 

We  are  going  to  get  married  next  Sunday, 

And  the  old  folks  will  give  us  away; 
.        '  The  hell!*  in  the  church  will  be  ringing. 

And  tl>e  boys  and  the  girls  will  bie  gay; 
As  sure  us  tlie  stars  are  above  us. 

My  Kathleen  will  ever  be  true; 
And  as  from  tlie  church  we  are  coming, 

All  the  boys  and  the  girls  shout  hurroo.— CAorui. 


MY  CONEY  ISLAND  GIRL 

I      »  S  »      I 

Copyrigllt,  1895,  by  Frank  Hardinir.    All  rights  reserved. 
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The  words  and  Music  of  this  aoag  will  be  sent  to  any  address  upon  receipt  of  10  cents. 

Written  and  Composed  by  James  Thornton. 
•    m  »  m    ■ 
I  am  in  love  with  a  nice  little  girl,  she's  only  sweet  sixteen; 
She  workH  down  town,  just  neur  Park  Row  and  Pearl,  she's  my  qncen; 
8he  has  a  bicycle,  I've  got  one,  too;  oh,  how  delightful  It  feels; 
On  Sunday  morning,  as  daylight  is  dawning,  taking  a  spin  on  our  wheels. 

Chords. 

My  Coney  Island  girl,  she's  just  the  sort  that  you'd  like: 

She's  got  no  medals,  hut  oh,  don't  she  look  nice  on  a  "  bike  "; 

She  dresses  dainty  and  neat,  on  her  forehead  a  Marguerite  cnrl; 

I  take  a  trip  Sunday,  and  sometimes  on  Monday,  with  my  Coney  Island  girl. 

When  we  reach  Coney  the  pleasure  begins,  meeting  the  girls  and  boys; 
Then  take  a  ride  on  the  big  carousal,  oh,  what  joyv; 

If  we  don't  want  to  ride  home  on  a  "  hike,"  sometimes  we  take  the  last  train; 
W«  sing  every  ditty  that's  aang  In  the  city,  but  always  end  with  this  refrain : 

"Chonu. 
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Words  by  John  F.  Palmer.    Music  by  Charles  B.  Ward. 

I    »  e  *    I 
Matt  Casey  formed  a  social  club  that  beat  the  world  for  style. 

And  hired  for  a  meeting  place  a  hall;  ' 

When  pay-dav  came  around  each  week,  they'd  greased  the  floor  with  wax. 

And  danced  with  noise  and  vigor  at  the  hull: 
Each  Saturday  you'd  see  them  dressed  up  in  Sunday  cloibea, 

Ettcli  lad  would  have  his  swertheart  by  his  side; 
Wheu  Casey  led  the  first  grand  inurch  the  rest  would  fall  in  linej 

Behind  the  man  who  was  their  joy  and  pride— lor  ; 

CnoBUS. 
Casey  would  waltz  with  a  strawberry  blonde. 

And  the  band  played  on; 
Ee'd  glide 'cross  tlie  floor  with  the  girl  he  adored. 

Ana  the  hand  p'ayed  on; 
But  his  bruin  was  so  loaded  it  nearly  exploded,  • 

The  p<ior  girl  would  shake  with  alarm; 
He'd  ne'er  leave  the  girl  with  the  strawberry  cnria. 

And  the  baud  played  on. 

Such  kissing  In  the  corner  and  soch  whisp'ring  In  the  hall. 

And  telling  tales  nf  love  behind  the  stairs; 
As  Coxey  was  the  favorite  and  hi-  that  run  the  ball. 

Of  kisxing  und  love-muking  did  his  share; 
At  twelve  o'clock  exactly  they  all  would  fall  in  line, 

Theu  march  down  to  tlie  dining  hall  and  eat; 
But  Casey  would  not  join  ihem,  although  every  thing  was  fine. 

But  he'd  stayed  up-eiairs  and  exercise  bis  feet— for— 6' Aor«». 

Now  when  the  dance  was  over  and  the  band  played  "Home,  sweet  bom*,** 

They  played  a  tune  at  Casey's  own  request; 
Ue'd  tliunk  ttiim  very  kindly  for  the  favors  they  had  shown; 

Then  he'd  waltz  once  with  the  girl  that  he  loved  be<<t; 
'Most  all  the  frieinls  ure  married  that  Casey  used  to  know, 

And  CaHey,  too,  has  taken  him  a  wife; 
The  blonde  he  used  to  waltz  and  glide  with  on  the  ball-room  floor, 

Ib  happy  Missis  Casey  now  for  life— for— CAoru<. 
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Words  by  Edw.  B.  Marks.    Mublo  by  Jo&  W.  Stem. 


A  passing  policeman  found  a  liitle  child; 
She  walked  l)e8i(lc  him,  dried  her  tears  and  smiled. 
Said  he  to  her  kindly,  "  Now  you  must  not  cry, 
I  will  find  your  mamma  for  you  bye  and  bye." 
At  the  station  when  he  asked  her  for  her  name. 
And  she  answered  Jennie,  it  made  him  exclaim: 
"At  last  of  your  mother  I  have  now  a  trace- 
Tour  little  features  bring  back  her  sweet  face." 

Chorus. 
"Do  not  fear,  my  little  darling,  and  1  will  take  yon  right  home. 
Come  and  sit  down  close  beside  me;  no  more  from  me  yon  shall  roun; 
For  you  were  a  halic  In  arms  when  your  mother  left  me  one  day; 
Left  me  at  home,  deserted,  aloue,  and  took  you,  my  cuild,  away." 

"Twas  all  through  a  quarrel,  madly  jealous  she. 
Vowed  then  to  leave  me,  womuulike,  you  see. 
Oh,  how  1  loved  her.  grief  near  drove  me  wild." 
"Papa,  you  are  crying,"  lisped  the  little  child.    , 
Suddenly  the  door  of  the  station  opened  wide: 
"  Have  you  seen,  my  darliutrf  "  an  anxious  mother  cried. 
Husband  and  wife  then  meeting,  face  to  face. 
All  is  soon  forgiven,  in  one  fond  embrace. 

Chords. 
**Do  not  fear,  my  little  darling,  aiid  we  will  take  yen  right  home. 
Come  and  sit  down  close  beside  me;  no  more  from  us  you  shall  roanu 
For  you  were  a  babe  In  arms  when  yonr  mo,..>er  left  me  one  day; 
Left  me  at  home,  deaeried,  alone,  aad  took  you,  my  child,  away.** 
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k  Song  that  Toiches  the  Tender  Chords  of  Year  Hearl-Strings: 

IF  THEY'D  ONLY  WRITE 

I      AND  ASK  ME  TO  COME  HOME. 

^  :  V  ^'    "  The  brilliant  composer  o(  the  most  popular  songs  of  the  day. 

THIS  IS  THE  CHORUS.     TRY  IT  ON  YOUR  PIANO. 
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"If       they'd    on    -    ly    write     and       ask      me       to      come       home, 
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feel      as  though  for  -  give  -  ness  they  had    shown, 
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And  my  heart  would  cease  its  pain,    I'd    be 
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hap  -  py  once     a  -    gain —         If  they'd     on  -    ly  write    and    ask    me      to    come      home. 
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by  Henry  J  Wehman.  130  ft  13S  Park  Row,  Nxw  York.  or86&  R7  E.  Madlaon  Bt.,Cblcairo. 
write  to  either  one  of  the  above  arldrexxcn  fnr  Free  Catalocrue  of  Bonn.  Sons  BOOU, 
■hMt  Mule.  Qemuui  Song  Bouks.  LeUur  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Jok«  Booki^  eto. 


Words  and  Mu«ic  by  Dave  Marlon. 

Th«r«'(  only  one  ||;ir1  In  the  world  that  I  woiilil  call  my  wife. 

And  the  girl  I  sink;  of  I  love  <)earer  tlian  my  life; 

My  iweethean's  age  is  jaat  ei^iiicen— elie  ereets  me  with  a  smile. 

And  when  she  says  good  evening,  John,  I'm  thinking  all  the  while  that  there  It 

CHORtJS. 

Only  one  girl  in  the  world  for  me. 

Only  one  girl  has  my  fympathy; 

She's  not  so  very  pretty,  or  of  a  high  flcgree 

There's  only  one  girl  in  the  world  for  me. 

My  sweetheart  is  an  orphnn,  and  I'm  a  facrory  lad, 

But  if  work  whs  8tea<1y,  wliy  It  wouid  not  be  8o  bad; 

We've  been  engnged  jiisl  one  y^ar,  ami  last  night  at  the  gate 

She  said,  as  tears  rose  in  hereyes,  my  nwu  true  love,  I'll  wait    So  there  \»—Cho. 

Ml  Me  Brill 

Copyright,  MDCX'C.XCV.  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 

The  Words  and  Hiislo  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  tbe  piano,  will  be  sent  to.any  ad- 
dreaa,  poet-i>ald.  on  receipt  of  40  cenU;  or  this  anct  any  two  other  Hnngs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Heury  J.  Wehman.  130  .ft  isa  Hark  Ki>w,  N^w  York.  i.rKi*  87  E.  Mndlimn  St, Chicago. 
Wrtte  to  eltlmr  one  of  the  «b  .ve  addreRws  for  Fri-e  Cntaloirue  of  Boiisn,  BonR  Books, 
IhMS  Mo^,  Oerman  Soug  Books,  Lettur  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


Words  and  Music  by  Samuel  H.  Speck. 

I    ^  e  » 


I've  the  sweetest  girl  In  town— sueetent  name,  Jennie  Brown; 

I'm  the  envy  of  the  la'ls  for  inllfS  around; 

They  would  u'ladly  kiss  the  ground  where  she  walks,  Jennie  Brown, 

Bot  she's  eyes  for  only  me,  this  sweet  Jennie  Brown; 

Twice  a  week  (<he  lets  me  come  to  spend  the  evenings  at  her  home. 

Sunday  evenings  after  tea  she  goes  out  to  walk  with  me. 

Then  we  t^aik  of  love  so  sweet,  as  we  wandfr  down  tbe  street; 

Jealous  eyes  upon  me  siare,  but  I  do  not  care. 

CnoBDS. 
I  know  that  she  loves  me,  an<l  that's  enongh  for  me; 
I  love  Jennie,  and  she  says  that  I  am  her  sweetheart; 
I  know  that  vhe  loves  mc,  and  that'H  enoutih  for  me; 
I  am  happy  lu  the  love  of  sweet  Jennie  Brown. 

Smiling  face,  with  ne'er  a  frown,  has  my  love,  Jennie  Brown; 
Eves  so  bright  anil  .ips  so  red,  and  tlimples  round; 
Mother  thinks  slie  f  just  too  sweet,  form  so  iiea',  tiny  feet. 
Calls  her  daughter  tVhen  tliey  meet,  my  sweet  Jt-imie  Brown: 
Lately,  when  we  take  a  walk,  of  other  thinen  than  love  to  talk- 
Tables,  CiirpefH,  cliina-wares,  bed-roon>,  parlor  unite  and  chairs. 
Jennie  talks  of  a  home  for  three— mother,  Jennie,  iind  for  iiie; 
Says  that  she  my  lot  will  share,  now  why  should  I  cure?— 6' Aoru«. 


FRIENDLY  NEIGHBORS 

For  Twenty-five  Years 

Copyright.  MDCCCXCV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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The  Words  and  Huslo  of  this  Sonir.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, paet-|iald,  on  receipt  of  iO  cenhi:  or  thiii  anil  any  t"  •>  other  Bongs  ftir  One  Dollar, 
bjf  Henrv  J  Wehman.  130  .fe  1S2  P«rk  Hnw.  N.w  York,  or  8S  A  «7  K  Mmlieon  8t, Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  »»f  the  ah  -ve  a'l^repses  for  Kr»*e  C'lttftloiftie  of  SontrH.  Bong  Books, 
""        "     ■',  Qerman  Soug  Books.  I.elter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Juke  Bouks,  etc 


Tlfi  litllB  Tfli  Jni 
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Copyright,  MDCCCXCV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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The  Words  and  Hailo  of  this  Song,  arranired  for  the  piano,  wU  be  sent  to  any  ad^ 
dress.  Doet-pald,  on  receipt  of  40  cents,  or  this  and  any  two  otber  Bongs  for  One  Dollar, 
byHsn^Tj  wvhman.  ISOVk  1S8  Park  R.w,  New  York;  or  l«8  W.  Madison  8tr^  Chloas^ 
Write  to  elthwr  one  of  the  above  addrerses  for  Free  CaUlogue  uf  SongL  Bung  Ooom^ 
BhMt  Muilo,  German  Song  Booka,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Book%  ^9k«  Book%  Mo, 
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Words  and  Music  by  Cbarlea  Qraham.    '•..--•.'.■ 

■  e  »  .'•'■''"■; 

"Now,  Papa,"  said  Benny.  "  please  tell  ns  again     '      - 

The  tale  of  the  little  toy  drum  Mamma  keeps?" 
"  'Twas  your  uncle's,"  he  S"ld,  "  boy,  who  went  to  the  WtT— 

In  a  spot  far  away  with  brave  heroes  lie  sleeps — 
On  his  birthday  your  dear  mother  gave  it  to  him;  .    ..  •  •       ^       „    . 

She  was  proud  of  her  gay  little  brother,  I  know; 
He  put  on  a  big  one  when  war  was  declared,  ,  '■ 

And  told  us,  a  drummer  boy,  with  us  he'd  go." 

Chorus. 
The  little  toy  drum,  with  lis  ribbons  and  all. 

He  treasureil  BO  much,  years  Mgo, 
He  gave  to  your  mother,  and  answered  the  call  ,    ■ 

For  soldiers  and  heroes,  you  know;  '     ',■ 

She  placeil  it  awav  on  the  very  same  dav 

That  she  heard  he  would  never  come  back. 
And  the  little  toy  drnm  with  her  always  will  »tkj. 

That  was  left  by  your  Uncle  Jack. 

"The  mb-a-dnb-diib  of  his  drnm  could  be  heard 

Away  In  the  front  and  Inspiring  the  men,  :  , 

But  one  day  It  was  silent— we  found  him  that  night. 

With  the  drnm  by  his  side,  he  would  ne'er  beat  again; 
Your  mother  is  sad  when  she  thinks  of  his  fate, 

Anil,  although  of  the  story  she  seldom  will  speak, 
Blie  knows  that  a  brave  little  hero  was  he. 

And  the  thought  brings  the  blushes  of  pride  to  her  cheek.**— CAMtM. 

Denied  a  Home 

■    »  e  •    ■ 
Copyright,  MDCCCXCV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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Words  by  Fred  Darcy.    Muaic  by  Samuel  H.  Speck. 
I    »  e  »    ■ 
My  name  is  O'Brien,  I'm  a  <.'reut  politician, 

I  came  from  the  evergreeti  sod. 
While  my  friend  Michael  Ryan, 

Whose  honest  iMisiiion  in  life  is  to  carry  the  bod. 
We're  always  a-jokini;,  we  never  are  croaking, 

With  laughter  ai'd  singing  we  drive  away  tears; 
We're  always  hand-shakini:,  and  never  leave-taking. 

Friendly  ueighbors  for  tweuty-flvc  years. 

Chohcs, 
Onr  families  both,  for  many  a  day,  Imve  lived  side  by  side: 
The  years  have  come  and  passed  away,  hut  tiiir  friendship  has  never  died; 
We  both  net  tia'it,  hut  never  flghi,  so  we've  no  cause  for  fears — 
Michael  Ryan,  Pat  O'Brien,  fiicndly  neighbors  for  tweuty-flve  yem. 

We  never  go  out  uiilens  we  go  together; 

We're  both  like  the  Siamese  twins; 
No  two  t>€tter  frii-nds  ever  stepped  in  shoe  leather — 

The  style  we  possess  always  wins. 
The  full  approhiition  of  all  our  grest  nation 
'.-..j      Is  given  to  us  two  without  doubt  or  sneers. 

■     When  you  find  O'Brien,  you'll  surely  find  Ryan— 
Vilandly  neighbors  for  twenty -five  yeai«.— CAorMf, 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  llUIsr. 

A  poor,  aged  couple  one  day  on  the  street 

Stood  asking  assistance  of  each  one  they'd  meet; 

The  snow  it  was  failing,  they  shivered  with  cold — 

I  thought,  what  a  pity,  so  feeble  and  old; 

I  gave  them  assistance,  thfty  thanked  with  a  bow; 

I  asked  if  they'd  no  one  to  care  for  them  now — 

Have  you  no  children  to  whom  you  could  look? 

They  answered  me  sadly,  their  old  heads  they  shook:— Tc^o 

Chorus. 
We  had  two  chi'dren,  two  bright,  loving  boyt; 
They  were  our  Idols,  our  pride  and  onr  joys; 
Tlie  yoiiiigeMt,  he  left  uo,  the  wide  world  to  rown, 
Tbe  other's  a  banker,  denies  us  a  home. 

While  hearing  their  story,  a  stranger  drew  nigh; 

I  saw,  by  appearance,  he'd  not  pass  them  hy; 

He  gazed  but  a  moment,  then  cried  in  surprise: 

"WhatI  father  and  niotherV  while  tears  filled  hUeyei; 

He  spoke  of  a  brother  he  left  years  ago — 

"  Oh,  is  he  so  cruel,  to  treat  you  both  so? 

Now  I  have  plenty,  you'll  ii"t  want  in  vain"; 

And  still  I  can  fancy  I  hear  them  again:— Tea— CAOftw. 

A  year  has  rolled  over  since  first  I  did  meet 

The  old  couple  betrging  out  in  the  cold  street; 

The  son,  who,  in  luxury,  was  forced  to  the  wall«    I 

In  wild  speculations  lost  fortune  and  all. 

The  old  folks,  in  pity,  they  took  him  in,  then; 

A  home,  too,  they  gave  hltn,  wiiich  he  denied  them; 

Now  they  are  hiippy  and  thankful  to-day. 

And  yet  I  can  hear  tliem  as  on  tliat  cold  day:— Yes — Chonu. 


JUST    PUBLISHED  I 


Hurry  Home  March. 

By  QEORQE  C.  EDWARDS.    , 


Happy  Life  March. 


a: 


By  W.  D.  SMITH. 
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Evidence  Is  rife  that  tbeae  two  new  Marches  are  bound  to  become  popular,  m 
we  are  dally  In  receipt  of  laudatory  letters  about  same  from  leading  director, 
and  band-maatert  throngbont  the  United  States,     For  tato  «t  All  Mocte  Stoiti. 
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H0¥  NICE  THAT  ALL  MUST  BE. 


com:ic  waltz  sojvo  and  chorus. 


Tempo  di  Yalse. 


Words  and  Music  by  HARRY  S.  MILLER. 
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1.  Wheu      the  moon  has  lit  the    gloom      and    stars         be  -  gin 

2.  'Keath      the  trees  j'oii  sit  at     ease,      your    dar    -    liug   by 

3.  While  Dad's  asleep,  the  girl  you    meet  some    oth     -     er  night 

4.  Soon         a    home  get  of  your    own,  where  you        and    lit 


to  shine, 

your  side,, 

as  fair;, 
tie 
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Whip  -  poor-wi[],  from  o'er         the  hill,        his      ev    -  'ning    song  does    chime, ......;. 

'Round     her  waist  your  arm        is    placed,   and    sil    -     ly      words  are      tried 

Down       the    lane  you    go          a  -  gain,     and    love        to       her  de  -  clare 

Live      quite  gay,  as   months  pass 'way,     en  -  joy         the      best  of        life •#-?• 


H.J.WW-M. 


Oopyilglit,  MDCCcxciv,  by  Himst  J.  Wimux. 
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Then 
On 
You 


you    start,     with  hap 
your    breast     her  head 


py  heart,     your    dar    -    ling    girl  to        see;, 

does  rest —    of    course,  there's  none       like      she;. 


ca  -  ress,         she    an  -  swers,  "Yes,"    to      ques  -  tioiis  asked        by        thee;. 


Aunts      and  cousins    then  come       by  dozens,    stop     for         din  -  ner 


Per- 

You 

At 

and       tea, Don't 
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haps  she'll  wait 

can't  re    -    sist 

last  'tis      said, 

min<l  at      first. 


in- 


::t 


for   you  attlie  gate,  how  nice  that  all 

to  steal  but  a  kiss,  how  nice  that  all 

and  you're       liai>py  nuuh',  how  nice  Miat  all 

but  when  it  gets  worse,  how  nice  that  all 


must  be 

must   l)e 

must    be 

must    be , 
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Chorus. 
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You      take        her  arm        with-  in         vour  own, 


With  hap 
Then  soon 
Then    bills 


l)y  heart     your  steps        re-  trace — 
the    hap     -     py  day        does  come, 
they  come        in    by         the  score — 


Down      the  lane         to  -  geth-  er  roam.  To 

As  you  gaze        in  -   to    her  face,         A 

Then,        of  course,  you're  both  made  one,  And 

Doc  -  tors,    bak  -  ers,    ma  -  ny  more.       In- 


How  Nice  That  All  Must  Be. 
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love's       re  -  treat,      and  there,        a  -   lone,       Be  -  neath      some  fa-vor-ite    tree,, 
smile        of      love        you    may      there  trace,       A    smile       that    is  meant  for    thee. 


real    -     ly     ^lad        the    thing        is      done.      To     that        you    will  both  a  -  gree, 
stead        of      rich,    you're   get    -    ting   poor,      And   that       you    dai  -  ly    do     seej., 
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But 
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her  she's      your    tur     -     tie-dove, 

the  stars     shine  blight        a  -  bove, 

to  take        her      to  her  home, 

en  chil  -  di'en,    say,    you've  got. 
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Swear      to  her,       by        all  a  -    Iwve,  That 

Home -ward  go     -     ing      with  your    love.     The 

You      know  you        carrt    get  in  your  own,    And 

Find        as  you      come     from  y(mr    shop,  Your 
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old 
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^V      g^^l        yo^i      love,      ITow  nice      that      all 
iiig    Mith        a        club,      How  nice      that      all 


the  on 

man  wait 

her  »Dad        the     door    you're  shown,  How  nice      that      all 

has  skipped,  left,   jou        the      lot,         How  nice      that      all 


must  be. 

must  be. 

must  be. 

must  be., 
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How  Nice  That  All  Must  Be. 


■  :v: 


•».:.3(.fet:.  .vr 


Latest  Popular  Songs 
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Ada  that  Drove  Bim  Crazy  (Tbe)—Coinie Kent  40 

After  Toar  Wand'ring  Come  Home— SentimesUI ..Qrahatn  40 

Angel  Motber  Waits  for  Me— Sentimental Skelly  40 

Belleville  Convent  Fire  (The)— Patbetic StralKbt  40 

Bowery  Ball  (The)— Comic,  Irish , Gulton  40 

Can't  Fool  tbe  Dutcb— Comic,  Irisb.., ,.,., Miller  40 

Convereatlon  Water— Cod viviai  SonK  and  Cboma......  Lesier  40 

Dar'saNew  Moon  In  de  Sky— Negro _ Lester  40 

Day  by  Day  Tears  Have  Rolled  on— SeDUmental Miller  40 

Denied  a  Home— Defcrlptlve.... Miller  40 

Did  YonNotlce  Itr— Topical Skelly  40 

Dimes  and  Nickels— Descriptive Fremont  40 

Don't  Forget  Me,  Mary— Sentimental. Skelly  40 

Don't  Forget  the  Friends  that  Are  Dearer  than  Qold— Sentmcntal, ..  Miller  40 

Dying  Qlrl'8  Message  (The)— Pathetic  Skelly  40 

Facenpon  the  Barroom  Floor  (The)— Dencriptlve Skelly  40 

Fare  Thee  Well,  My  Little  Sweetheart— Sentimental Suutbwick  40 

Forget  the  Past— Sentimental Appei  40 

Friendly  Neighbors  for  Twenty-five  Years— Up-to-date,  Irish Sptck  40 

Girl  Next  Door  (The)— Sentimental Friday  40 

Happy  Is  the  Bride  that  tbe  Sun  Shines  on— Sentimental EJwanla  40 

Have  Yon  Seen  Herf— Waltz  Song Edwards  40 

Hearts  Are  Trumps— Comic Kent  40 

He  (Jot  the  Rinkey  Dink— Comic .,.,... Edwards  40 

He's  Off  His  Trol ley— Comic Edwards  40 

He  Married  Riley's  Brlde—Comlc.  Irish  Edwards  40 

He  Married  the  Dauijhter,  Mother  and  All— Comic Miller  40 

Her  Picture  Was  There  Next  to  Mine— SeutlmcuUl Si>cck  40 

How  Do  Yon  Like  ItT— Topical Murphy  40 

How  Nice  that  All  Must  Be— Comic Miller  40 

I'm  Going  to  Tell  on  You,  Katie— Serio-Comlc Edwards  40 

I  Long  to  See  the  Old  Home  Once  Again— Sentimental Parker  40 

I  Never  Loved  until  I  met  You— Sentimental Sptck  40 

It's  All  Gone  Now— Comic Keen  40 

I'll  Not  Go  Out  with  Riilly  Any  More— Comic,  Irish Miller  40 

Jnst  As  It  Used  to  Be  In  Days  Gone  By— Sentimental Graham  40 

Kind  Words— Sentimental M.ihoney  40 

Little  Johnny  Johnson  Is  My  Sunday  Bean— Serio-Comlc Powers  40 

Little  Maslclan  (The)— Sentimental,  (Quartette Mahoney  40 

Little  Toy  Dmm  (The)— Sentimental Graham  40 


Love  Will  Bring  Me  Back  Again— Sentimental  Skelly 

Mat;lc  Pictures  in  the  Grate— Sentimental Stanfleld 

Mary  Rode  the  Bike  and  Bull— Comic Harding 

McNally'aOld  Back  Yard— Waltz  Song Edwards 

My  Dad's  the  Engineer— Descriptive Graham 

My  Johanna  Johnson- Negro Selden 

Oh,  How  I  Love  Sweet  Kathleen— Waltz  Song Edwards 

Only  to  See  My  Mother— Descriptive Pollak 

Raffle  for  a  Water  bury  Watch- Comic,  Irish Miller 

Roaming  In  the  Clover— Waltz  Song Lester 

Roeey  Magee — Sentimental Marlon  and  Pearl 

Seeing  Jennie  Home— Waltz  Song Edwards 

Shinny  on  Your  Onn  Side— Sentimental Graham 

Siuce  My  Mother's  Dead  and  Gone— Sentimental Skelly 

Some  Other  Girl  Shall  Wear  the  Ring— Serlo-Comlc Skelly 

Susie,  Do  You  Lnb  Me f— Negro Kent 

Sweet  Dreams  of  Motber  and  Home— Sentimental Skelly 

Sweet  Killeen— SentlmenUl Speck 

Sweet  Jennie  Brown— Waltz  Song Speck 

Swell  up  to  Date  (The)— Song  and  Dance Miller 

Tell  Me  You  Love  Me  Still— Sentimental Speck 

There's  No  Place  Like  the  Old  Home,  After  All— Sentimental Keen 

They  Can't  Keep  the  Worklngman  Down— Sentimental Fletcher 

Thinking  of  One  She  Loves— Sentimental     McGleunon 

This  Is  Unexpected- Comic    Miller 

To-Morrow  's  Another  Day— Baritone  Solo Smith 

Ul)<)n  Life's  Ocean  Cast  Away— Descriptive Sonthwlck 

Walking  on  de  Rainbow  In  de  Sky— Negro Edwards 

What's  the  Matter  with  Your  Feett- Comic,  Irish Miller 

When  the  Mailman  Comes- Sentimental Davis 

When  We're  Married  By  and  By— Song  and  Dance Edwards 

With  a  Wife  and  a  Neat  Little  Home— Sentimental Graham 

Workingman's  Dream  (Tue)— Pathetic Skelly 

You  Don't  Find  a  Girl  Like  My  Girl  Every  Day— Sentimental  Speck 

Yonr  Motber  and  I,  Maggie — Sentimental Keen 


Cairo  March Speck 

Happy  Life  March Smith 

Hurry  Home  March  Edwards 
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Any  of  the  above  Songs,  Words  and  Music  complete,  will  be  sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  C«nt«  p«r  copy*  or  any  FIVE  Copl**. 

your  selection,  for  ONE  DOLLAR.    ^?©-  Remember,  this  does  not  apply  to  any  Songs  not  appearing  on  above  list  -^ 

Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  House,  whichever  is  nearest  to  you. 

'■■■'■■      '■'.■:■,_':■  v,.  ■         ■  ^— ^^^^^^r:!=i.  ,, ',^'. '  ".- 1:/' •f:;-;^^-:^--:V 
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130  dc  132  Park  Row,  NEW  YORK.  85  dt  8T  E.  Madison  Street,  CHICAGO. 


f^ 


Pnoe  as  Couta. 


PRICE   25   CENTS. 

Vine  9iu9t»nffl  ttti^idev  fDortrage  fiiv  fiefeHide  Hveift, 
liumfftiftifc^e  9tuff<il|e  ttnb  Oebit^te,  6:oit|»Ict« 

ft«l  (bra  (Tf4i(tttn(9u4  \oU  toorjuflSioeife  b({lintmi  ftin,  alltn  btmn  alS  SScatoeifer 
n  bUiuit,  to(l4K  mit  Sorttagdt  oul  bcm  Oebiett  bcc  ^eittren  ^idjtung  in  @(j(Dfd)aft8< 
ht{\n  fiQ  Sttfan  (rringen  tDoQen.    9t  tnt^dlt  tine  tridvbaltioc  Samntlung  pumorifti. 

Ktt  Sertraelfiiidc  bon  cr()robteTa9}iTrjamf(it,  \o  ta%  ^eber  ettoaS  fiir  t^n*4)afi(nb«8 
rls  finbcn  toirb.    ySDei  Sulci  bringt,  A)irb  ^and)em  ttnaS  brinotn"  toax  bal 

TOolto  bfS  lierouSflcberS,  unb  twr  tinen  SIi<f 

auf  baS  r^nbaltgDctjcidjnife  toirft,  tDitbbatntt 

iibet«inftimmen,  bafe  biejcS  J^icl  «rr<i(^t  ift. 

«f  —t-ii     9Jfbfn   ben   ^umcroollen   S^iditungcn   einfS 

Kk.f  .      T  W       Caflctli,  ©Brner,  ©op^ir,  ?JJauritiu§,®aubi), 

^WpUMiNJ;  AlRIIU  /IV      ffolii*'  ©lafebrcnner,  Trobi|4,   it.  ic.  — 

tr     f  TtnWAMa  nUDUM  /mn     ^amen.  bit  fcineS  6ommcntar§  beburfcn  — 

finbet  fid)  cine  ean|c  aiua^I  ^um  crften  Walt 
tm  iErurf  er|(^cincnbcr  aJortrdgfrbon  in  ^ieru 
ocn  ScremStrcifen  beftbcfanntcnfeumoriften. 
viflcS  in  anem  flcnomnicn>  bilbct  DicfcS  SBud) 
cin  ^umorifiiif^cS  3>efIamQtorium,  baS  alien 
p^reunben  bc§  ipumorS  unb  ber  Jpeiterfeit  mit 
beffrm  ©eJoifjcn  emljfo^Ien  tocrben  fann.  93c» 
jonbcrS  jei  ben  aJiitglieberu  Don  Sereincn, 
tflubS  IC.  onflcrotl)cn,  fi(^in  benSBcrife  bcffcl. 
ben  )u  \tttn ;  benn  tt)ie  tnan(^cr  bon  itjnen 
tnirb  tin  _^Qniilirt!.,  5«unbc§.  ober  ©elcU. 
lAoftSfteire  auffleforbert,  ctwoS  Dorjutrogen, 
unb  geriit^  babei  inniditgeringeSSertegen^cit 
—  baS  cine  ©ebid^t  ift  ju  lang,  boS  anbcrt 
))a6t  nidtit  fiir  ben  ^netf,  bem  eS  bienen  foil, 
u.  f.  ttj.  3n  SSetjman'S  album  ift  Kot^gc 
fdiafft,  bcnn  e8  enl^alt  in  buntcr  SbrtcASIung 
fomi(d)e  JPortrdge,  CouJiIetS,  SoIo^Si^erje, 
earnfbQl§.SortrQgeic.,unbicbe®c|d)mQ((§. 
Ti(^tung  ift  barin  bertreten.  63  toirb  aud) 
Temjenigen,  toeHer  feincn  beflamotorifi^en 
@ebrau4  batjon  inadit,  beim  fiefen  ^o^en 
©enuS  bcreifen.  —  5ttv  9luftoanb  tjon  Scit 
unb  ©elb  fiir  bicfeJ  Ubcr  tin  ^unbert  ber  beften  bumoriftif^cn  Deflamationen  cntfiaU 
ImbcSud)  ftf^t  in  feincnt  Serboltnift  ju  bent  ^UreiS  befielben  — 25  (S.tnt9.  Set 
foerauSgebcr  glaubt  jebo^  in  <)inrtd)t~auf  bie  beilbieDofe  SBiUigfeit,  unb  tocil  baS  SBu^ 
(Incm  toa^Tcn  a9ebiirfni|  entlpri^t,  auf  bie  tocitcfte  S3(Tbrcituna  bcflelben  re4)ncnm 
bUtfen.  

Su  be|iel)en  bur*  aUcSuftfianMcrunb^fitungSagniJcn  inbenBcrclnffltenGtaatm 
unb  Sanaba,  fonie  gcgcn  Ginfcnbung  beS  SBctcagcS  in  Stiefmarten  biieft  unb  franto 
bom  ^crauSgebec 

AddreM  ail  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  house,  whlcherer  U  nearest  to  70a. 


HENRY  J.  WEHHAN, 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW   YORK. 


Madison  Street, 
CHICAGO.  . 


XS  MINSTREL  SKETGHL^, 
CONUNDRUMS  AND, lOKE. 


PRICE    25   CEKTSL 


A  took  ton  and  ranBlng-oT«r  with 
<d>  splitting  fun.  It  eontJdns  Conun- 
drums that  will  set  the  whole  contlnsnt 
rnssslng;.  and  then  they'll  hare  to jIt* 
'md  ap  niUf  the  time.  Jokes  and  Qt* 
tor  iDd  Men— the  bskt  lot  of  these  tun- 
■9  answers  and  quef<*lons  srer  pat>> 
Hahed.  Negro  sketchee— the  Minstrel 
and  Utowman  will  And  In  this  book  aJt 
the  sketches  tber  want  to  set  ft  house  io 
•  rtp-roarlous  laughter.  It  also  ood- 
lalns  all  the  latest  Jokes  of  Thatcher, 
rrimrose  A  West,  Camcroas',  and 
Barerly's  Minstrels;  also  of  such  come- 
dians as  Harrtno  A  Hart,  BiUy  Rice, 
Oqs  WUlUuns.Pat  Rouney,  J.  E.  Em- 
siett,  Sam  DeTere,  and  many  others 
squally  prominent.  In  fact.  It  contains 
the  best  and  most  comprelienslTe  ool- 
laotlon  of  Sketches,  Conundrums  and 
Jokes  erer  sold  at  ao  low  a  price.  Bent 
by  mall,  poet-paid,  to  any  address  on 
FMwlpt  of  28  Cents.  U.  S.  postage 
stamps,  of  sAy  oenomlnation,  taken 
■kDMsacasb. 

frMUXr-FIre  copies  for  tl-  Get  four 
s(  your  friends  to  club  In  with  tou  at 
H  cents  each,  making  fl  In  all,  and 
thereby  get  your  own  book  free.  This 
•Ser  holds  good  at  any  tlm*.  Remem- 
bar  the  title,  "WkhxaVb  Mnantni 
tKirCBBS,  OojnrttwTMM  Am  JOKIS." 
•end  for  a  free  cataloco*  of  Songs, 
looks,  etc.,  etc 


Address  aU  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  house,  whlcherer  Is  nearest  to  you. 

^^  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN.  ^ 

180  Sb  188  Park  Row,      ^     ^  Madison  Street, 

NEW   YORK.  ^CHICAGO. 


PRICE   25   CENTS.     , 

nit  iww  Prmetlea]  Poultry  Book  fills  a  long  felt  want  for  a  Oemylele  and  L 

ealde  for  the  Breeding  and  Mana<c«ment  of  Poultry  for  DnmeMio  Vm>  and  (h.  ! 

Sm  buflutng of  Henneries, and  Mil idels  therefor:  Incultators,  Egnr-Hatehing,  eta    Wear* 
Informed,  n-om  good  anthoritv,  that  many  om-fashioned  farmers  ar.  inolln.d  b.  r^ 
eredlt  the  Matement  that  there  U  Uoney  in  Poultry— whyl  beean..  they  are  not  pm 
In  th.  new  and  improved  ideas  in  poultry  manaKeufnt.    A  little  trtal  of  the  rale.  I 
down  In  this  book  will  soon  difi|>eliUI  mixgivinffii  in  this  directinn,  and  tend  to  eon^' 


(he  most  sceptical  that  there  is  Money  in  Puuliry  Ke^piiiK.  Every  fatfner,  every  I 
0Tery  poultry  dealer,  every  man  or  woman  having  availalile  ground,  erery  perwMi  havtag 
one  or  more  fowls,  ouKht  to  secure  a  copy  of  this  book  ai  once— an  t|  means  Dollars  aai 
Cents  In  their  pockets  U  its  instructions' are  pnu;tic>  d-  iierhapeafllu^nce  if  <'onduolM  sa 

*  biiRineas.  The  liiforniation  it  con' 
Is  n'^t  founded  on  beareay.  but 
tained  from  the  mofit  reliable 
l^at  is.  it  contains  only  |>racti<>al  Inti 
Hon  al>out  poultry,  etc.,  such  as  ' 
tried  for  years  and  fouml  to  be 
tory  financially  and  dtherwlsew -wWe 
spared  no  |>Hln8,  time  or  expense  la 
ting  U|>  this  book,  and  we  feel  001 
that  it's  only  a  question  of  time  whoa  wm 
will  re'>p  the  fmitR  of  our  labor  ia  Ma 
shape  of  thotisanils  of  mail  orders  for  Iha 
same,  as  it  "bihwiIcr  for  it«elf,"  and  wdl^ 
thefefoie, l>e  leconimeixledby  all  Msaa» 
ohniaers  as  a  Complete  and  nts.llart 
Guide.  It  Is  w'Tth  many  times  its  osM  •• 
even  a  persan  reading  it  merely  for  tta 
tnstinction  nml  knowledge  it  Imparts  i» 


garding  p  ultiy  without  any  lutentf«i.f 

si^  th.  laasi 

about  it«  value  to  the  farmer,  Dr>ed.r,  sg 


practioinir  the  Nime,  not  to  1 


poultry  dealer.  Any  farmer,  breeder,  at 
poultiy  denier  who  hasn't  a  copy  sC 
WEiiMAN'8  Practical  1'oultbt  Boss  f 
not  al>reo!!t  of  the  times,  and  ia  lorti 
money  every  day  that  he  Is  wltheaS  I 
Many  firmers  look  to  their  agrlonttan 
joui'iials  for  Information  in  this  ils% 
which  In  very  good  .p  far  as  It  guM,  tas 
It  doexii't  rover  the  whole  matter  areas 
beirinniiig  to  end  In  one  Issue,  while  Is 
thi8  IkioIi  thoy  can  find  all  the  rellabU  ^ 
forinalioii  they  desire  in  eompaot  fessi^ 
and  it  costs  but  a  quarter,  tlie  followtas 
are  a  small  'wrtiou  of  the  topics  trsatsS 
in  this  bo<  K  How  to  81  art  and  StMk  a 
Hennery:  Poultry  Houses,  Cheap  and  Expensive:  Yards  Lii>op«  and  Enclosures;  Po^tf? 
Keepinkt  for  Profit;  Poultry  on  a  Laive  Scale:  Poultry  Kfci..ing  as  a  Business,  Fsadtnc 
and  Laying;  Winter  EnK  Pi-oduction;  The  Hutching  Period;  Piepnrinf;  Neets  for  Sm 
Spring  Bi-eeding  of  Poultry;  Tlie  Hens  for  Formers.  How  to  Produce  Layers;  Good  ( 
(£eap  Incubators;  How  to  Raise  Ai-tirtcially-Hatched  Chickens;  Caponizing:  PaMi 
EgRSfor  Market;  Packing  Poultry  for  Market;  Feeding  Hoppers;  Drinking  Founli 
and  Groin  ('lie8t«;  EpKS  and  l^ullets;  Preserving  Etfgs;  Diseases  of  1 'oultry— Cblai 
Cholera.  Pip,  Gai.es,  Koup,  Scaly  Legs,  IJ'-e,  £V«  Ealing,  Crop-Bound  Fowls,  .Jn^  I 
Plymouth  RocIcb;  the  Wyanrtotles;  the  Biown  Leghorns;  the  Golden  Spangled  <>••__ 
Polish;  the  Whlt«  Crested  Bla-k  Polands;  the  Lanvshans;  the  Silver  Spangled  Ba^- 
bunrhs;  the  Houdans;  the  Buff  Cochins;  the  White  Cochins;  the  While  Lrghoms:  Ma 
Golden  Penciled  Hamburg'. s;  the  White  Rhanghoes,  the  La  Fleche  Fowls;  Che  Orag 
Dorkings:  the  Brahmas;  Game  Fowls;  antams,  etc.;  ManoBement  of  Chickens^Ulkw 
Poulti-y;  Prepaiing  AKoinst  Vermin;  Fencing;  Monagement  of  Ducks;  Raising  Tnikera 
Fattening  Qeese,  etc.,  etc.  It  would  take  many  pages  to  explain  fully  the  merits  of  IMI 
book,  OS  It  is  replete  with  everything  worth  knowing  about  the  Breeding  and  Msaasa 
ment  of  Poultry,  etc.  The  informatfon  it  contains  k  not  only  reliable,  but  modara  aafl 
«M>noinicaL  If  you  purchase  this  book,  you  will  never  regret  hoTing  done,  for  II  li 
money  wisely  spent.  Do  not  delay  In  send  ing  for  it;  you  never  hove  andnever  oaa  SMfea 
a bMtar  investment  for  a  quarter.  It  is  profusely  illustrated,  with  handMme  eorw^asA 
to  a  Irst-olaas  l>ook  In  every  respect.  It  is  sold  at  a  price  tliat  piooee  it  within  reaak  m 
srw7bod/.*nioa  TWENTY-FIVE  CEMT8  I»r copy,  by  mall,  pos«.»ald. 


Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  house,  whichever  is  nearest  to  you. 

^  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  ^^ 

130  A  132  Park  Row.  "^      Madison  Street. 

NEW    YORK.  CHICAGO. 


WEHMAN'S 

NEW  BOOK  OF 


TRICKS 


—AND— 

TENTRILOQTJISTS'  GUIDE.' 

'       PRICE  25  CENTS. 


This  is  the  latest  and  beet  book  published  on  TrIokS,  VsH" 
triloquism,  Second-Sight  and  Fireside  Mesmer> 

Jam.  It  is  illustrated  with  over  60  engra  Angs,  the  instmollaqa 
or  performing  ore  so  ploinlv  given  that  any  4shUd,  with  a  lltSc) 
practice,  con  do  them,  as  they  only  require  simp  Is  appS' 
ratUS.  ^e  will  mention  a  few  of  the  tricks  In  Uiis  book:  Hov 
to  eat  a  peck  of  shavings  and  change  them  in  JTC  ribbon— How  to 
make  a  dime  pass  through  a  table— How  to  mUs  fire  bum  tindec 
water— How  to  put  a  ring  through  your  cheek  *-d  then  bring  tt 
on  o  stick— How  to  moke  a  loaf  dance  while  11  is  bokinglnBia 
oven— How  to  cutoff  a  chicken's  head  without  ttning  it— How  to 
make  ice  in  Summer— How  to  change  water  into  vrlne— A  loosp 
that  will  bum  for  a  year— How  to  cut  off  your  noee— How  to 
moke  fireproof  paper— How  to  eat  tow  and  set  it  on  fire  in  yooi 
mouth— How  to  produce  a  mouse  from  a  pack  of  cards— How  to 
tell  the  number  any  person  thinks  of— Hr.w  to  tell  In  odvanee  ^ 
card  selected  by  any  one — How  to  tcU  if  a  person  is  in  loro-i 
How  to  remove  a  man's  shirt  without  taking  off  his  coat  or  vest 
How  to  hold  a  glass  of  water  upside  down  without  spilling  it— How  to  become  a  Veni 
trllOQUlSt  and  1 60  other  equolly  astonishing  tricks,  etc.  Old  and  young  shoold  aa| 
toll  to  get  this  highly  amusing  and  wonderful  book;  it  will  put  you  on  the  road  to  ha 
oome  a  Creat  Magician,  such  as  Hermann,  Heller  and  others.  Dont  fall  to  |«IM 
only  26  cents,  by  mail,  post-paid. 


Address  a!"  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  house,  whichever  is  oaanrtto 

^^  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  ^ 


130  A  132  Park  Row, 
IIBW  YORK.^     ^^ 


\j,  Madiaon  Streett 
CHICACK). 
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AS  SUNG  AT  THIS  GREAT  SHOW 
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DENIED  A  HOME 
SWEET  EILLEEN 
eiRL  NEXT  DOOR 
MY  DAD'S  THE  ENGINEER 
I  NEVER  LOVED  UNTIL  I  MET  YOU 
FACE  UPON  THE  BARROOM  FLOOR 
AFTER  YOUR  WAND'RING,  COME  HOME 
I'LL  NOT  GO  OUT  WITH  REILLY  ANY  MORE 
There's  No  Place  Uke  the  Old  Home,  After  AU 
K  They'd  Only  Write  and  Ask  Me  to  Come  Home 

GoiQpiete  PiiLOo  Copies  of  tbe  ^bove  Soqgs  a^i)  be  M 
}A  ^11  ^usic  Stores.  "^^ 


>isr'^^- 
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